Before  the  altar  knelt  Ba^shot.  As  Young  Sleuth  entered  and  paused,  enchained  by  the  strange  weird 

the  man  in  the  center  of  the  masked  six  just  behind  the  altar  stepped  back.  5  *  1 
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YOUNG  SLEUTH  AND  THE  MASKED  LADY : 

OR, 

.  'Pile  Queen  of  tlie  Avengers. 


By  THE  AUTHOR  OF  “YOUNG  SLEUTH.” 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  THE  AVENGERS  AT  HOME. 

“So  you  have  come  at  Iasi?" 

“  As  you  see.” 

A  beautiful  woman  was  the  first  speaker. 

The  second  was  a  tall,  dark,  fiercely  handsome  man. 

The  Beene  was  a  luxuriously  appointed  room  iu  a  private  duelling 
in  New  York. 

The  lady  half  reclined  on  a  Turkish  divan. 

In  her  small,  elegant  and  bejeweled  hand  she  held  a  lighted  cigar- 

ette.  ,  ,  . 

And  a  whiff  of  aromatic  blue  smoke  was  wafted  from  her  lips  as  she 

spoke. 

The  man  had  just  entered. 

He  regarded  the  beautiful  woman  with  a  look  of  admiration. 

“  I  sent  for  you  because  I  fancied  you  could  be  of  service  to  me,’ 
continued  the  lady. 

She  spoke  in  a  cold,  business-like  tone. 

And  at  the  same  time  indicated  a  seat. 

He  took  possession  of  the  chair,  inquiring: 

“  Why  have  you  sent  for  me?” 

“  First,  let  me  ask  you  a  few  questions.” 

He  bowed. 

“  Yoa  are  well  acquaiuted  in  New  York?’’ 

“  Fairly  so.” 

“  Yon  are  known  as  Richard  Bagshot?” 

“  I  am.” 

“  You  are  a  gambler?” 

“  Well,  yes.” 

“  And  you  are  just  at  the  present  time  in  need  of  money?” 
“Evidently  there  is  little  need  for  me  to  acquaint  you  with  my 
affairs.” 

And  “Dick”  Bagshot,  as  intimate <  called  him,  frowned. 

He  had  met  this  woman  a  mouth  previously,  at  the  race-course. 

A  passing  acquaintance  had  sprung  up  between  them. 

The  woman  was  introduced  to  Bagshot  under  the  name  of  Madam 
Bertrand. 

She  posed  as  a  female  “  plunger”  on  the  turf. 

Her  bets  were  heavy. 

She  won  largely. 

And  as  she  possessed  the  power  of  fascination,  she  became  popular 
with  a  shady  class  of  race-trackjmen. 

Bagshot  had  neither  heard  or  seen  anything  of  the  woman  for  some 
time,  when  on  the  day  of  which  we  are  writing  he  had  received  a  note 
from  her.  , 

The  message  bade  him  call. 

Ami  he  had  done  so.  • 

Her  uncourieou?  greeting  hud  surprised  and  angered  him. 

His  face  showed  it  as  she  questioned  him. 

Ar.d  she  seemed  to  take  a  malicious  pleasure  in  the  observance. 

“  Don’t  get  angry,  Mr.  Bagshot — or  perhaps  you  would  prefer  me 
to  say  Daniel  Lee!” 

The  man  addressed  started. 

His  face  paled  instantly. 

He  stared  at  the  woman,  and  his  lips  moved,  but  he  did  not  speak. 
“  I  know  you,”  she  went  on. 

“  In  Heaven’s  name,  who  are  you?" 

He  leaned  forward,  clutching  the  arms  of  his  chair  with  both 
hands. 

She  blew  a  cloud  of  smoke  from  the  cigarette. 

And  while  she  daintily  Huffed  the  ashes  away  from  the  glowing 
point,  she  said,  quietly: 

“  1  am  Judith  Hickman." 

“  The  Queen  of  the  Avengers?”  he  gasped. 

“  The  same.” 

“  What  do  you  want  of  me?” 

The  face  of  the  man  had  become  one  of  abject  terror. 

He  glanced  at  the  door. 

And  a  cold  sweat  broke  out  upon  his  brow. 

••  I  want  vour  life!”  was  the  stnrtling  rejoinder. 

And  Die  slippered  foot  of  the  woman  came  in  conlnct  with  the  knob 
of  an  electric  bell  ill  the  floor. 


The  man  sprang  to  his  feet. 

And  he  wheeled  toward  the  door. 

As  lie  did  so  the  portal  opened  and  three  tall  dark  figures— three 
men  each  wearing  a  somber  mask— appeared  there. 

He  recoiled.  ,  .  .. 

‘ •  You  see  you  are  in  my  power.  When  you  reuouuced  ..he  Mormon 

faith  and  fled  from  Utah  you  were  doomed.” 

“  Merciful  heavens!  The  years  have  changed  you  so  I  did  not  know 
you,  Judith  Hickman,  the  Danite’s  daughter.” 

“  I  presumed  not.” 

“  Do  you  mean — murder?” 

He  asked  the  question  breathlessly. 

And  there  was  something  of  supplication  in  his  tone. 

A  gleam  oi  satisfaction  flashed  into  her  dark  eyes. 

“  1  said  I  wanted  your  life.” 

“  But  you  will  not - ”  . 

“Hold!  I  will  tell  you  frankly  there  is  but  one  way  id  which  you 

can  save  vour  life.” 

“  From  the  Mormon  Avengers?” 

“  Yes.” 


“How?” 

“  By  taking  the  oath  of  the  Danites  anew.” 

He  shuddered. 

“  And  by  swearing  to  serve  me,  if  you  can  convince  me  you  can  be 
of  assistance  to  me,  in  finding  Donald  Marvan - ” 

“I  can.  Ha!  I  see  you  are  willing  to  spare  me  because  I  am  of 
little  importance  compared  with  the  man  who - ” 

“  Silence!  Speak  not  of  the  deeds  of  the  man  whom  the  Mormon 
Avengers  have  sworn  to  hunt  down.” 

“  1  will  be  silent.  ’ 

“  I  am  aware  you  know  all.” 

“  Yes.” 

“  And  it  has  come  to  my  knowledge  that  you  are  probably  in  pos¬ 
session  of  information  I  want.” 


<  i 
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Regarding  Donald  Marvan?” 

Yes.” 

It  is  true.” 

Will  you  pledge  yourself  to  help  me?” 

I  will.” 

You  will  join  the  Avengers — you  will  take  the  oath?” 


“  Yes.” 

The  lady  waved  her  hand. 

The  masked  men  in  the  door  vanished  as  silently  as  they  had  come. 
And  the  portal  was  softly  closed  behind  them. 

Bagshot,  as  we  will  call  him,  seemed  to  have  considerably  regained 
his  composure. 

And  he  said  with  savage  earnestness: 

“  But  I  would  make  one  request.” 

She  frowned  but  replied  quietly; 

“  What  is  it?” 

“  I  want  the  girl— curse  her,  look  here!” 

He  tore  open  his  shirt  at  the  throat. 

She  saw  a  red  scar. 

“  Her  work!  The  tiger  cat,  she  stabbed  me!” 

“  To  save  heiself  from  a  fate  worse  than  death  perhaps.” 

“It  matters  not.  1  owe  her  something  for  that.  1  would  have  my 
revenge — make  her  mine — my  slave!” 

The  fierce  brutality  of  the  man’s  tone  caused  the  woman  to  look  at 
him  with  an  expression  of  disgust. 

“  Do  you  mean  to  say  Bertina  is  with  him— with  Donald  Marvan?” 
“  I  do— or,  that  is  to  say,  rather  she  will  be  with  him.” 

“  When?” 

“  When  I  lead  you  to  him.” 

“  And  when  wiil  you  do  that?” 

“In  one  week.” 

“  Good!” 

“  Then  you  agree?” 


“  That  you  shall  have  the  girl?” 
“  Certainly.” 

“  I  do.” 


“  It  is  then  a  bargain.  I  nrn  Donald  Mar  van’s  friend.  I  will  be- 
traj  him  lo  the  death  league  of  the  Mormons  in  one  week.** 
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“  Well,  I  have  a  deep  plan  to  get  Marvan  in  the  power  of  the  church 
of  laiternlay  suiuts.  We  dare  not  kill  him  here  iu  New  York.” 

“  Why  not!” 

“  Because,  though  we  could  assassinate  him  secretly,  his  death 
alone  will  uot  satisfy  the  destroying  angels.” 

“  I  don’t  understand.” 

“  Tnere  is  a  reasou  why  the  secret  league  of  the  Mormons  desire  to 
get  Donald  Marvan  back  In  the  Mormon  country.” 

“Ah!  I  suspect  he  holds  some  secret.” 

“  Never  mind  that.” 

“Have  you  any  further  busiuess  with  me?” 

“  I  have.” 

“  What  is  it?” 

•*  To-night  at  twelve  you  will  meet  the  agents  of  the  league.” 

“  Where?” 

“  In  this  house.” 

“  I  will  be  here.” 

“  See  to  it  that  you  do  not  fail.” 

“  After  the  ceremony  of  the  renewal  of  your  vows  is  over  I  will  tell 
you  more.” 

“  Very  well.  I  am  at  liberty  now  then  to  bid  you  good-day?” 

“Y’ou  are.” 

Bagshot  bowed  himself  out. 

Judith  Hickman,  the  Dauite’s  daughter,  touched  the  electric  bell 
again. 

A  bright,  handsome  girl,  in  the  modest  costume  and  cap  of  a  fash¬ 
ionable  lady’s  maid,  entered. 

“  Jennie,  did  you  deliver  my  note?” 

“  To  the  detective?” 

“  YTes — to  Y'oung  Sleuth.” 

“I  did.” 

“  Did  he  send  an  answer?” 

“  He  did.  Here  is  the  note.” 

The  maid  placed  the  missive  in  the  hand  of  the  Queen  of  the 
Avengers. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  HUNTED  MAN. 

A  week  before  the  occurrence  of  the  incidents  we  have  recorded, 
Young  Sleuth,  the  greatest  detective  on  the  inspector’s  staff  of  bril¬ 
liant  officers  and  his  cunning  French  assistant,  Jenkins,  were  alone 
in  the  young  special’s  rooms  one  morning. 

They  were  conversing  in  an  animated  manner. 

“  Ah!”  said  Jenkins,  “she  is  superb!  Mon  Dieul  Never  have  I 
seen  a  female  magician  that  could  compare  witn  the  masked  lady. 
Such  grace,  such  a  form,  divine,  and  her  voice,  it  is  music!” 

Young  Sleuth  laughed. 

“  You  are  susceptible.  But  I  confess  all  reports  of  the  masked 
lady  agree  with  yours,”  he  said. 

“  It  is  so.” 

“  This  remarkable  deft  female  magician  of  the  Wonder  Museum  has 
piqued  and  mystified  New  YTork.” 

“  Mon  Dieul  Such  a  coup— such  a  scheme  to  create  a  sensation! 
The  audience  never  sees  the  face  of  the  beautiful  magician!” 

“  No!  Then  how  do  you  know  she  is  beautiful?”. 

“  Oh,  can  you  ask?  Mon  Dieul  She  must  have  a  beautiful  face.” 

“  Well,  I  understand  neither  on  or  oft' the  stage  has  any  one  seen  her 
face.” 

“  That’s  so.” 

“  You  and  I  have  witnessed  the  performance  of  the  masked  lady 
several  times?” 

“  We  have.” 

“  And  the  museum  manager  has  assured  us  that  he  is  besieged  with 
bribes  to  let  the  admirers  behold  the  face  of  the  masked  lady.” 

“But he  had  to  refuse.” 

“  Yes,  because  be  has  never  seen  the  face  of  the  masked  lady  him¬ 
self.” 

“  And  her  contract  with  him  binds  him  to  protect  her  secret.” 

“  So  he  declared.” 

“  I  sappose  the  mask  is  merely  a  cunning  dodge  to  win  notoriety.” 

“  Yes.  And  yet  there  was  something  in  the  dark  eyes  of  the  female 
magician  which  caused  me  to  decide  she  is  a  woman  with  some  set 
purpose — some  masterful  design.” 

“  Beyond  success,  as  a  female  magician?” 

“  I  confess  I  have  allowed  my  imagination  to  dwell  upon  the  possi¬ 
bility.” 

“  And  so  have  I.” 

“  It  seems  to  me  she  would  not  refuse  to  drop  the  mask  upon  occa¬ 
sions  among  known  friends  in  private  life,  if  the  assumption  of  the 
mask  was  merely  for  the  stage.” 

“  That  idea  has  occurred  to  me.” 

At  that  juncture  the  conversation  was  interrupted. 

The  bell  rang. 

Jenkins  answered  it. 

He  ushered  a  tall,  splendidly  built  man  into  the  presence  of  Young 
Sleuth. 

The  detective’s  guest  wore  a  magnificent  black  beard. 

His  eyes  were  dark  as  midnight. 

His  figure  was  that  of  a  gladiator. 

When  he  dofTed  his  hat  it  was  seen  he  had  a  high  and  noble  fore¬ 
head. 

*  f  believe  I  have  the  pleasure  of  addressing  M.  Sandoval,  the  An¬ 
imal  King,”  said  Young  Sleuth. 


“  The  same.” 

“  1  have  seen  you  in  the  lions’  den.” 

“  Ah!  In  the  drama  at  the  theatre?” 

“  Yes,  sir.” 

“  And  you  are  Young  Sleuth?” 

“  I  am,  and  this  is  my  trusted  assistant,  Mr.  Jenkins.” 

“  Beg  pardon;  Jean  Guillaume  St.  Croix  Jenkeau,  a  nobleman  in 
exile,”  put  in  the  eccentric  valet. 

The  lion  tamer  smiled. 

“  I  have  called,  Mr.  Sleuth,  to  consult  you.” 

“  Professionally?” 

“  Yes,  sir.” 

“  Proceed  freely.  I  have  no  secrets  from  Mr.  Jenkins.” 

“  Very  well.  I  want  you  to  ascertain  for  me  if  the  face  of  the 
masked  lady  magician  is  that  of  this  photograph.” 

M.  Sandoval  drew  a  card  photograph  from  his  pocket  as  he  spoke. 
And  he  handed  it  to  Young  Sleuth. 

The  latter  received  the  picture. 

Holding  it  to  the  light  he  scanned  the  pictured  face  closely. 

He  saw  a  dark,  strikingly  handsome  woman. 

But  there  was  something  stern  and  determined  in  the  expression  of 
her  orbs. 

“  Will  you  undertake  this  work  for  me?”  continued  M.  Sandoval. 
Young  Sleuth  answered: 

“  I  cannot  commit  myself  until  I  know  more.” 

“You  want  to  know  my  motive?” 

“  I  do.” 

“  It  is  not  necessary.” 

“  1  consider  it  is.” 

M.  Sandoval  looked  surprised. 

And  hi3  eyes  flashed. 

“  You  see,  sir,  I  never  undertake  a  detective’s  inquiry  which  parties 
may  wish  to  set  on  foot  for  dishonorable  motives.” 

“  Do  you  mean  to  suggest,  sir - ” 

“  Not  at  all!  Not  at  all!” 

“  I  beg  your  pardon,  you  are  quite  right,  and  you  are  the  man  I 
want— a  man  of  honor.” 

Young  Sleuth  bowed. 

And  he  rejoined,  as  he  extended  the  photo: 

“  Precisely.  And  unless  you  can  convince  me  it  is  for  the  best  in¬ 
terest  of  justice  and  right  that  I  should  unmask  the  masked  lady  for 
you,  I  will  not  undertake  to  do  so.” 

“  Then  I’ll  tell  you  all.” 

“  Thanks.” 

“In  the  first  place,  my  real  name  is  not  M.  Sandoval.” 

“No.” 

“1  assumed  that  title  when  I  became  a  public  performer.” 

“  A  lion  tamer?” 

“  Yes.” 

“And  your  real  name?” 

“  Promise  me  you  will  never  reveal  it?” 

“  Never.  If  in  justice  to  myself  and  my  duty  I  can  keep  the  secret.” 
The  voice  of  the  lion  tamer  dropped  to  a  whisper. 

He  said: 

“  My  real  name  is  Donald  Marvan.” 

It  was  the  name  of  the  man  the  Queen  of  the  Avengers  wanted  to 
find  and  drag  back  to  meet  a  terrible  fate  among  the  Mormons. 

But  of  all  that  Young  Sleuth  as  yet  knew  nothing. 

The  name  pronounced  did  not  move  the  special. 

“  Donald  Marvan!”  lie  repeated. 

“  lre8.  You  have  never  heard  the  name  before?” 

“No.” 

“Well,  it  was  well  known  among  the  Mormons  years  ago.” 

“  Were  you  then  in  Utah?” 

“I  was  then  a  Mormon.  I  was  duped  and  flattered  and  cajoled 
until  I  joined  the  accursed  sect.  They  wanted  my  money,  and  when 
they  had  despoiled  me,  they  learned  I  meant  to  flee  from  them  and 
they  sought  to  kill  me.  But  I  escaped,  killing  aDanite  in  self-defense, 
and  securing  a  bag  of  treasure— the  wealth  'which  had,  for  the  most 
part,  been  mine,  and  hiding  it  from  my  pursuers.” 

M.  Sandoval  paused. 

Young  Sleuth  and  Jenkins  waited  for  him  to  go  on. 

Presently  he  resumed. 

“The  Danite  I  had  to  kill  to  save  myself  was  the  son  of  a  Danite 
chief — and  the  betrothed  of  the  daughter  of  another  Danite.” 

“Yes,  you  interest  me  deeply,”  observed  Young  Sleuth. 

“The  name  of  the  girl  Mormon  is  Judith  Hickman,  and  it  is  her 
photograph  I  gave  you.” 

“  Then  you  suspect - ” 

“  That  Judith  Hickman,  the  Danite’s  daughter,  and  the  masked 
lady  magician  are  one  and  the  same.” 

“  Why  do  you  wish  to  unmask  her?” 

“  To  save  my  life.” 

“  What  do  you  mean,  man?” 

“  Let  me  further  explain.” 

“  Do  so  by  all  means.” 

“  Judith  Hickman  swore  to  execute  a  terrible  vengeance  upon  me 
because  I  slew  her  Mormon  lover  in  self-defense.  An  apostate  Mor¬ 
mon,  who  escaped  after  I  did,  lias  told  mo  a  thrilling  story.” 

“  Let  us  have  it.” 

“  You  shall  hear  it  all.” 

The  Lion  King  seemed  to  think  for  a  moment  before  he  continued 
as  follows: 

“  After  my  escape,  in  secret  session  in  the  temple  in  Salt  Lake,  the 
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Danites  swore  to  hunt  me  down,  bring  me  back  to  Utah  to  answer 
to  the  wrongful  charge  of  murder  in  a  Danite  secret  court,  and  mete 
out  to  me  a  horrible  death,  when  I  had  been  made  to  reveal  where  I 
had  hidden  the  treasure  the  Mormon  I  killed  was  bearing  to  the  bank 
of  the  Latter-day  Saints.” 

“  Hut  the  woman — Judith  Hickman?” 

“  She  was  chosen  Queen  of  the  Danites,  or  Avengers  Qf  the  Mor¬ 
mons.” 

“  Ha!  Then  you  believe  Judith  Hickman,  the  woman  chief  of  the 
secret  slayers  of  the  Mormon  church,  in  the  person  of  the  masked 
laJy  is  on  your  trail?” 

i«  Yes.” 

“  Why  so’” 

“  I  have  seen  her  en  masque .” 

“  On  the  stage?” 

“  Certainly.” 

“  Well?” 

“The  mask  covers  all  her  face.” 

“  1  Know.” 

“  Rut  you  can  see  her  eyes  through  the  holes  in  the  mask.” 

“  F,  too,  have  seen  Che  masKed  lady  magician.” 

“  Something  In  that  woman’s  eye  frightened  me.” 

“  You  suspected  then  sire  was  Judith  Hickman?” 

“  I  did.” 

“  Rut  were  not  sure?” 

*'  Of  course  not.” 

“  tVell,  I  will  undertake  your  case.” 

“  Thanks,  thanks!” 

“  But  do  you  really  fear  the  woman,  if  she  is  Judith  Hickman?’ 

“  I  do.” 

“  Can  sire  have  recognized  you?” 

“  I  think  not.” 

“  You  do  not  look  as  you  did  when  she  knew  you.” 

“  No.” 

“  Suppose  we  learn  the  masked  lady  is  really  the  Queen  of  the 
Avengers?” 

“  Then  I  shall  be  on  my  guard  against  her,  and  will  know  what  to 
do.  1  hold  a  terrible  secret  of  that  woman’s.” 

Sandoval  added  a  few  words  which  seemed  to  excite  Young  Sleuth 
strangely. 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  BEAUTIFUL  DUMB  MYSTERY. 

When  he  had  concluded  his  thrilling  revelation,  the  animal  trainer 
placed  a  sealed  packet  in  the  hand  of  Young  Sleuth. 

“  What  um  1  to  do  with  this?”  asked  the  special. 

*•  Keep  it  for  the  present.” 

“All  rigid.”  , 

“  If  anything  happens  to  me  open  it.” 

“  And  then?” 

“  You  will  find  the  proof.” 

“  Of  the  secret?” 

“  Yes,  of  the  terrible  secret  which  I  hold  relating  to  the  Queen  of 
the  Avengers.” 

“  I  will  do  as  you  say.” 

“  Thanks.” 

44  Not  at  all.” 

“I  feel  that  if  Judith  Hickman  is  here  in  New  York  other  foes  are 
near.” 

“  Of  the  old  Danite  League?” 

“  Yes.”  » 

“  I  thought  those  secret  assassins  were  a  thing  of  the  past.” 

“  By  no  means.” 

“  You  surprise  me.” 

“  As  long  as  the  Mormon  church  exists  the  Danites  will  be  iu  exist¬ 
ence.” 

“  But  of  late  years  we  have  heard  nothing  of  them.” 

“  No.  They  dare  not  commit  the  terrible  crimes  they  formerly 
did.” 

“  The  government  has  too  strongly  exerted  its  power  against  them?” 
“  Yes,  but  secret  crimes  that  are  never  brought  to  light  are  yet 
committed  by  the  Danites.” 

4  I  presume  so.” 

“  I  fear  an  attempt  will  be  made  to  kidnap  me.” 

“  You  must  be  on  your  guard.” 

“  I  shall  be,  but  if  anything  should  happen  to  me,  what  would  be¬ 
come  of  poor  little  Bertina?” 

“  Your  daughter?” 

“  No.  A  girl  I  picked  up  under  strange  circumstances.” 

“  Indeed!” 

“  A  young  and  beautiful  girl.” 

44  Ah!” 

44  And  one  who  has  been  deserted  by  all  who  should  have  cared  for 
her.” 

44  Have  yon  adopred  her?” 

44  No,  not  legally.” 

44  Do  you  menn  to  do  so?” 

“  Perhaps— anyhow,  I  shall  protect  and  care  for  her  with  the  same 
care  as  if  she  was  my  dnughter.” 

The  man  spoke  earnestly. 

44  Perhaps  you  can  help  me  about  Berlino,  too?” 

44  In  what  wny?” 

44  To  find  out  who  and  what  she  is.” 


44  What  do  you  mean?  Has  she  told  you  nothing?” 

“'No.” 

“‘That’s  singular.” 

44  She  is  dumb.” 

“  But  she  can  write?” 

44  No,  at  least  it  seems  ndt.” 

“  That  is  strange.” 

44  How  old  is  the  girl?”  continued  Young  Sleuth. 

44  About  seventeen,  I  should  judge.” 

44  Is  she  intelligent?” 

44  She  is.” 

44 1  must  see  her.” 

44  Then  her  case  interests  you?” 

44  It  does.  How  did  you  say  you  found  her?” 

44  I  did  not  say,”  and  Sandoval  smiled. 

44  That’s  so.  Do  you  object  to  telling  me?” 

44  No.” 

44  Then  please  do  so.” 

44 1  found  Bertina,  late  one  night,  insensible  in  a  doorway.” 

44  Pardon  me.  Did  you  bestow  the  name  of  Bertina?” 

44  I  did  not.” 

44  Then  how,  if  the  waif  is  dumb  and  cannot  write,  do  you  know  her 
name  is  Bertina?” 

44  She  wore  a  plain  gold  ring.” 

44  With  the  name  Bertina  on  it?” 

44  Yes.  That  name  was  engraved  on  the  gold  band.” 

44  Was  there  anything  else  inscribed  there?” 

44  Nothing.” 

44  Had  she  anything  about  her  to  give  a  clew  to  her  identity?” 

44  Not  a  thing.” 

44  So  as  to  who  she  is,  whence  she  came  and  why  she  was  lying 
senseless  on  the  street  at  dead  of  night,  is  a  sealed  mystery.” 

44  It  is.” 

44  Is  she  contented  with  you?” 

44  To  a  degree.” 

44  But  not  entirely?” 

44  No.” 

44  Have  you  placed  her  under  any  restraint?” 

“Do  you  mean  am  I  detaining  her?” 

44  Against  her  will,  yes.” 

“No,  sir ;  she  is  as  free  as  the  air.” 

“  But  makes  no  attempt  to  go  away?” 

44  No.  She  will  scarcely  leave  my  rooms.” 

44  What  is  her  manner?” 

“That  of  one  in  fear  of  something.” 

44  Ah!  The  poor  child  may  had  cruel  experiences.” 

“Yes.  I  am  sure  of  it.” 

44  Is  there  anything  more?” 

44  Yes.  I  had  almost  overlooked  one  fact.” 

44  What  is  it?” 

44  There  was  a  great  blood  stain  on  the  arm  of  the  girl’s  dress.” 

44  When  you  found  her?” 

44  Yes.” 

“Was  she  wounded?” 

44  No.  sir.” 

4/4  Whence  came  the  blood?” 

44  That  is  another  puzzle.” 

44  When  can  I  call  upon  you?” 

44  And  see  Bertina?” 

“  Certainly.  I  am  so  much  interested  in  her  strange  case  I  should 
like  to  do  so  as  soon  as  possible.” 

44  Say  to-night.” 

44  Very  well.” 

“  Here  is  my  card.  You  will  note  my  home  address  on  it.” 

44  Yes,  at  what  time  shall  I  call?” 

44  Before  theater  time;  you  know  I  have  to  appear  with  my  trained 
lions  in  the  first  act  of  the  play.” 

44  Yes,  I  will  call  early.” 

44  Then  I  will  now  bid  you  good-morning.” 

In  a  moment  Young  Sleuth  and  Jenkins  were  again  alone. 

That  evening  Young  Sleuth  proceeded  to  the  home  of  Sandoval. 

The  lion  tamer  opened  the  door.. 

And  he  ushered  Young  Sleuth  into  a  neatly  furnished  room. 

The  daring  performer  of  the  lions  was  alone. 

He  greeted  the  detective  warmly. 

44  The  young  lady,  Miss  Bertina?”  the  detective  asked, 

44  I  will  call  tier.” 

44  If  you  please.” 

The  lion  lamer  stepped  to  the  door. 

44  Bertina!”  he  called  in  kindly  tones. 

44  Then  site  can  hear,”  said  the  detective. 

44  Perfectly.” 

The  next  moment  a  voting  girl  entered  the  room. 

She  was  slender  and  graceful. 

Her  pale,  lovelv  face  wns  lighted  up  by  tender  brown  eyes. 

And  just  then  those  soulful  eyes  wore  an  expression  of  alarm* 

Seeing  a  stranger  the  silent  maid  shrank  back. 

She  would  have  retreated. 

But  Sandoval  hastened  to  say,  re-aseuringly : 

“  Do  not  fear;  this  gentleman  is  a  true  friend  of  mine.” 

“  And  I  would  he  your  friend,  too,”  added  the  special. 

"  Miss  Bertina,  Y’oung  Sleuth,  the  detective.” 

Bertina  started  cs  if  she  had  received  a  blow. 

And  every  trace  of  color  tied. 
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She  stood  there  while  as  snow  and  suddenly  sprang  behind  San¬ 
doval. 

To  him  she  clung  as  if  for  protection. 

••  Why,  as  1  live,  the  girl  is  afraid  of  you!”  exclaimed  the  lion  tamer. 
'*  Yes.  She  took  sudden  new  alarm  when  you  mentioned  1  was  an 
officer.” 

“  It  is  so.” 

“  But  she  has  no  cause  to  fear  me.” 

“  True  enough.” 

“  Aside  from  yourself,  I  will  be  her  best  friend.” 

“  1  am  sure  of  it.” 

Then  to  Bertma: 

“  Do  not  fear.  This  young  man  is  here  to  Fplp  you.” 

She  shook  her  head  negatively. 

“  Don’t  you  want  my  help?”  asked  the  detective. 

Again  a  negative  nod. 

“  But  you  want  to  find  your  friends?  You  want  to  go  home?” 
Again  she  signified  the  officer  was  wrong. 

“  She  is  beyond  my  comprehension,”  he  said. 

“See  here.  Miss  Bertina,  don’t  distrust  me,”  he  added. 

She  looked  at  him  fixedly. 

“  If  there  is  any  reason  why  you  don’t  want  to  go  home,  why  you 
fear  to  do  so.  you  shall  not  go.  No,  you  shall  stay  here.” 

She  smiled. 

“  And  if  any  one  has  harmed  you,  I  will  find  and  punish  them  if  you 
wish.” 

She  shook  her  head  to  say  no. 

“  All  right.  Then  I  won’t  trouble  you.” 

She  looked  her  thanks. 

“  Bat  if  at  any  lime  you  should  change  your  mind,  you  have  only 
to  let  our  good  friend  Sandoval  here  know.” 

“Yes,”  said  the  lion  tamer,  “  and  if  anything  should  happen  to  me 
so  I  cannot  protect  you,  rely  on  Young  Sleuth.” 

“  Here  is  my  card,”  and  the  special  placed  it  in  her  hand. 
u  Come  or  send  to  me  iu  time  of  need,”  he  added. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


YOUNG  SLEUTH  RECEIVES  A  STRANGE  MESSAGE. 


The  mysterious  dumb  girl  bowed  and  smiled,  and  then  tears  came 
into  her  great  brown  eyes. 

‘  Don’t  cry,  Bertina.  We  don’t  know  what  your  troubles  are,  but 
if  we  ever  find  out,  we’ll  do  our  best  to  set  everything  right,”  said  the 
special. 

Then  Sandoval  signified  that  she  might  retire. 

Bestowing  a  look  of  confidence  upon  the  young  officer,  she  glided 
out  of  the  room. 

The  lion  tamer  closed  the  door  behind  her. 

“  What  do  you  think?”  he  asked. 

“  I  really  don’t  know  what  to  think  exactly.” 

“  Have  you  formed  a  theory?” 

“  Hardly.  I  begin  to  have  definite  suspicions  though.” 

“  What  are  they’” 

“That  Bertina  is  in  deadly  fear  of  some  one.” 

“  My  own  idea.” 

“  That  she  does  not  want  any  one  who  knew  her  before  you  found 
her  to  find  her  now.” 

“  You  fall  in  with  my  views  precisely.”  ' 

There  was  some  further  conversation  about  the  mysterious  dumb 


Suddenly  Young  Sleuth  startled  Sandoval. 

He  exclaimed: 

“  One  important  question  is  whether  or  not  she  is  really  dumb. 

“  What!  You  don’t  think  she  is  shamming?” 

“  Such  a  thing  is  possible.”  *  ■ 

“  Why  should  she  seek  to  make  us  believe  she  is  dumb  if  she  is 


“  We  won’t  go  into  that  now,”  replied  the  officer,  and  he  soon  left 
the  house. 

Having  returned  home,  he  told  Jenkins  all. 

“  Ah,  Inon  Dieu  !  Who  ever  heard  of  such  a  strange  mystery?”  ex¬ 
claimed  the  Frenchman. 

“Certainly  I  never  did.” 

“  Is  she  really  dumb?” 

“Bravo!  You  have  hit  upon  an  important  point  at  once. 

“  She  might  have  a  motive  for  deception.” 

“  That’s  so.” 

“  But  what  do  you  say?” 

“  To  avoid  telling  anything  about  herself  she  may  have  resolved  to 
pretend  that  she  can  neither  speak  nor  write  or  communicate  in  any 

other  way.”  ...  ,  „ 

“Grant  that,  and  you  must  assume  she  has  something  to  conceal. 

«  Yes,  and  something  of  vital  Importance  to  herself.” 


<*  Purely  so.” 

“  You  remember  the  lion  tamer  said  when  he  found 
was  blood  on  the  sleeve  of  her  dress?” 


the  girl  there 


“  Yes.”  .  ,  „ 

“  To  my  mind  that  suggests  a  suspicion. 

“  Of  what  kind?” 

“  Of  a  dark  character.” 

“  That  the  girl  may  have  been  concerned  in  a  crime? 
*•  yes.” 

“  I  had  thought  of  that.” 

“  Do  you  agree  with  me?” 


“  No,”  replied  Young  Sleuth. 

“  Why  not?” 

“  Because  I  have  seen  the  girl.” 

“  Ah!  And  she  impressed  you  as  an  innocent?” 

“  One  look  iuto  her  pure  face  aud  honest  eyes  dispelled  any  such 
suspicion  as  you  suggest.” 

“  Are  you  sure?” 

“  1  am.” 

“  Then  the  mystery  is  deep  indeed.” 

“  It  is.” 

There  was  further  conversation  then. 

But  neither  Young  Sleuth  nor  his  assistant  was  able  to  formulate 
any  theory  to  present  a  probable  solution  to  the  mystery. 

Bertina  remained  a  mule  Sphinx. 

She  was  a  living  enigma. 

But  Young  Sleuth  meant  yet  to  get  at  the  bottom  of  the  mystery, 
and  yet  restore  the  poor  girl  to  home  and  friends,  if  such,  iudeed, 
she  had. 

The  following  evening  Young  Sleuth  went  to  the  Wonder  Museum. 

We  have  Uken  the  liberty,  for  obvious  reasons,  to  change  the  name 
of  the  place  of  amusement. 

There  he  saw  the  masked  lady  on  the  stage. 

She  went  through  her  usual  performance  as  a  female  magician. 

Young  Sleuth  sat  out  the  performance. 

But  when  it  was  ended  he  was  in  doubt. 

He  could  not  surely  identify  the  eyes  of  the  masked  lady  as  the 
same  as  those  of  the  photograph  of  Judith  Hickman — the  Queen  of 
the  Avengers. 

The  next  day  he  called  at  the  home  of  Sandoval  and  reported. 

After  that  lie  and  Jenkins  set  in  to  “  pipe  ”  the  masked  lady. 

But  for  a  week  they  failed  to  learn  anything  of  great  importance. 

And  they  did  cot  obtain  a  glimpse  of  her  face. 

They  located  her  boarding  place,  but  learned  she  employed  no  one, 
not  even  a  maid,  and  that  no  one  at  the  boarding  place  had  ever  seen 
her  face. 

Further,  Young  Sleuth  learned  the  masked  lady  spent  the  most  of 
her  time  away  from  the  boarding-house. 

But  where? 

That  he  could  not  find  out. 

He  and  Jenkins  shadowed  the  boarding-house. 

Several  times  they  saw  the  lady  come  out.  and  she  always  wore  a 
thick  veil  over  her  mask,  so  as  not  to  attract  attention  on  the  street. 

The  two  detectives  followed  the  masked  lady. 

But  on  every  occasion  she  had  eluded  them  with  remarkable  clever¬ 
ness  before  they  could  track  her  to  any  destination. 

The  day  which  witnessed  the  meeting  of  the  masked  lady,  without 
a  mask,  with  Richard  Bagshot,  the  recanting  Mormon,  as  descritied 
iu  the  opening  chapter,  came,  and  found  Young  Sleuth  as  much  iu  the 
dark  as  before. 

That  afternoon  he  received  a  note. 

He  received  it  at  the  hands  of  a  small,  plainly  dressed  young  girl 
at  his  rooms. 

She  requested  an  answer. 

Young  Sleuth  read  the  note,  which  ran  as  follows: 

“Dear  Sir — If  you  are  willing  to  undertake  a  case  fora  person, 
whose  identity  will  not  be  revealed  to  yon,  but  who  will  pay  you  well 
and  convince  you  what  is  required  of  you  to  perform  is  just  and  right, 
meet  the  agent  of  the  author  of  this  at  the  Grand  Cential  Hotel  at  4 
o’clock  p.  m.  to  day.  Ask  at  the  clerk’s  desk  for  Richard  Bagshot.” 

There  was  no  signature. 

A  peculiar  look  came  into  the  eyes  of  the  shrewd  young  detective. 

He  had  noted  the  provision  that  the  ideutity  of  his  employer  was 
not  to  be  revealed. 

And  he  entertained  a  suspicion,  which  was,  to  say  the  least,  some¬ 
what  thrilling. 

He  answered  the  note. 

In  the  message  he  airreed  to  meet  the  agent  of  the  unknown. 

This  was  the  note  which  Jennie,  the  maid  of  the  masked  lady — 
otherwise  Judith  Hickman— gave  to  her  mistress. 

But  the  house  in  which  the  incidents  we  have  related  in  the  first 
chapter  took  place,  was  not  the  boarding  house  in  which  the  Queen 
of  the  Avengers  dwelt,  in  the  character  of  the  masked  lady  magician. 

No.  This  remarkable  woman,  bent  upon  vengeance,  and  the  execu¬ 
tion  of  the  mandates  of  the  merciless  Mormon  league,  was  living  a 
double  life  in  New  York. 

It  was  at  the  house  where  she  met  Bagshot  that  she  spent  all  the 
time  when  she  was  away  from  her  boaruing-house. 

And  it  was  to  that  house  she  had  gone  every  time  when  she  had 
eluded  the  detective. 

There  site  lived  as  Mrs.  Bertrand,  a  rich  widow. 

And  she  had  around  her  as  servants  and  attendants  only  sworn 
members  of  the  Danite  death-league. 

The  maid,  Jennie,  was  the  daughter  of  one  of  the  Danites  of  the 
household. 

When  the  girl  who  gave  Young  Sleuth  the  note  from  the  Queen  of 
the  Avengers  left  the  detective’s  house,  he  sent  Jenkins  to  shadow 
her. 

But  the  p,irl  proved  too  keen  for  the  Frenchman. 

She  dropped  to  his  pipe. 

And  she  eluded  him  as  neatly  as  her  mistress  had  previously  dono. 

Jenkins  returned  and  reported  his  failure. 

Meantime,  as  soon  as  the  Queen  of  the  Avengers  had  read  the  uoto 
from  Young  Sleuth,  she  exclaimed: 


ti 
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“I’m  losing  my  head  l  I  should  have  detained  Bagshot  until  I  re¬ 
ceived  the  detective’s  auswer.  Jennie,  call  Dyke.” 

“  Yes,  madam.” 

The  girl  withdrew. 

In  a  moment  a  powerfully-built,  sullen-looking  man  with  red  hair 
and  beard  strode  into  the  room. 

Without  a  word  he  stood  before  the  woman  chief  and  waited  for 
her  to  speak. 

“  Dyke,”  she  said,  “  go  to  the  Grand  Central.  See  Bagshot.  Per¬ 
haps  you  will  overtake  him;  anyhow,  bring  him  here.” 

“  Yes,  madam.” 

And  the  Danite  withdrew. 

From  the  window  the  female  chief  of  the  Avengers  looked  into  the 
Street. 

She  saw  Dyke. 

He  was  speeding  away. 

“  Faithful  and  swift,  I  can  always  trust  Dyke,”  she  muttered. 

Tile  Danits  soon  returned. 

He  hud  overtaken  Bagshot. 

And  the  ex-Mormon  returned  with  him. 

A  long  interview  followed. 

The  Queen  of  the  Avengers  fully  instructed  Bagshot  in  the  part  she 
wished  him  to  play,  when  Young  Sleuth  called  to  see  him  at  the  hotel. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  DETECTIVE  TAKES  BOTH  SIDES. 

When  he  had  heard  what  the  woman  had  to  say,  Bagshot  cried 
out: 

“  I  don’t  approve  of  this  I” 

“  Why  not?”  sternly. 

“  Because  I’ve  already  agreed  to  deliver  my  friend,  Donald  Marvan, 
up  to  the  death  league.” 

“  You  fool!  I  told  you  we  did  not  mean  to  kill  him  here  in  New 
York!” 

“  Yes.” 

“  Then  in  order  to  get  him  safely  back  among  the  Mormons,  I 
want  to  make  it  out  that  he  is  being  legally  taken  to  Utah.” 

“  l  see.” 

“  To  accomplish  this  I  want  the  services  of  a  detective.” 

“  And  so  you  engage  Young  Sleuth?” 

“  Yes.” 

.  “I  fear  you  have  made  a  mistake  in  choosing  your  man.” 

“  Why  so?” 

“  Young  Sleuth  is  called  the  keen  detective.” 

“  Well?” 

“He  may  drop  to  the  game.” 

“No.  He  shall  be  completely  duped.  He  shall  think  Donald  Mar- 
van  is  a  red-handed  murderer— a  fugitive  from  justice.  Mormon  in¬ 
fluence  will  secure  the  necessary  extradition  papers  to  enable  us,  with 
a  stiow  of  legality,  to  take  Marvan  back  to  Utah.” 

“  Then  what  caused  you  to  spare  my  life  if  you  could  do  this  thing 
without  me?” 

“  I  wanted  you  to  point  out  Marvan  to  the  detective.  No  other 
member  of  the  death  league  can  do  that.” 

“  No,  for  Marvan  is  changed,  and  he  has  a  new  name.” 

“  But,  understand  me,  you  are  not  to  openly— so  that  Young  Sleuth 
will  see  your  hand — point  out  Marvan.” 

“  How  then?” 

“  You  must  manage  to  put  in  the  detective’s  way  the  clews  to  lead 
him  to  Marvan.” 

“  Without  allowing  the  detective  to  find  out  I  have  anything  to  do 
witli  his  success  in  finding  his  man.” 

“  Precisely.” 

“  And  you  can  let  it  happen  that  the  girl  Bertina  is  with  Marvan, 
and  that  she  is  arrested  by  Young  Sleuth  as  the  accomplice  of  the 
man  the  death  league  will  execute.” 

“  In  Utah?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  And  you  will  take  Bertina  back  there?” 

“  If  you  wish.” 

“  I  do  wish  it.  Ha!  once  again  in  good  standing  with  the  church 
I  shall  not  fear  to  return.” 

“  You  need  not.” 

“  And  in  Mormon  land  Bertina  will  be  in  my  power.” 

“  Yes — hopelessly  so.” 

“  Then  I’ll  pay  her  back.  I’ll  beat  her!  I’ll  treat  her  like  a  dog! 
I’ll  break  her  spirit,”  he  hissed. 

“Bagshot,”  said  the  woman,  calmly,  “you  are  a  villain  and  a 
coward.” 

“  But  you  want  me  to  serve  you.  You  would  doom  a  man.  I  would 
doom  a  girl;  which  is  the  worst?” 

“  Enough!” 

“  And  you  do  not  know  all  that  girl  cost  me,  and  then,  when  I  was 
sure  of  her  to  lose  her,  as  I  did!  Ha!  she  has  nerve  and  an  irou 
will,  that  slip  of  a  girl.” 

The  Queen  of  the  Avengers  laughed. 

Snarling  in  his  beard  Bagshot  stalked  out  of  the  room. 

At  four  o'clock  Young  Sleuth  presented  himself  at  the  Grand  Cen¬ 
tral  Hotel. 

Ho  passed  immediately  to  the  clerk’s  desk. 

“  Is  a  Mr.  Richard  Bagshot  stopping  here?"  lie  inquired. 

*  *  He  is, 

“  Can  you  tell  me  if  he  is  in?” 


“  I  will  see.*' 

The  clerk  struck  a  bell. 

A  boy  came  up. 

“  No.  108,  second  floor.” 

“  Take  my  card,  and  if  the  occupant  of  the  room  is  in,  deliver  it,” 
said  the  special. 

The  boy  took  the  card  aud  withdrew.  But  he  returned  to  say  the 
gentleman  was  in,  and  lie  showed  the  olficer  up  to  Room  108. 

“  Mr.  Sleuth,  I  am  delighted  to  see  you,”  said  Bagshot,  when  be  had 
ushered  the  young  otlicer  into  his  room. 

“Thunks.  I  have  called  in  answer  to  this  note.” 

The  detective  placed  the  message  from  the  unknown  In  the  band  of 
the  ex-Mormon. 

“  Ah,  I  supposed  as  much!  Be  seated.” 

He  protlered  a  chair. 

Young  Sleuth  accepted  it. 

“  Now  to  business,”  be  said. 

“  To  be  sure.  The  case  which  my  client  wishes  to  employ  you  on 
may  be  briefly  outlined.” 

Bagshot  paused,  took  out  a  note-book  and  went  on : 

“  The  facts  are  these:  Some  seveu  years  ago,  one  Charles  ninkley, 
of  Utah,  was  foully  murdered  by  a  man  called  Donald  Marvan.  The 
crime  was  due  to  jealousy  about  a  woman.  The  assassin  and  his 
victim  were  both  Mormons.  The  guilt  of  Marvan  was  clear.  There 
were  three  witnesses  to  ihe  crime,  but  Marvan  escaped,  mouuted  on 
the  swiftest  horse  in  Utah. 

“The  family  of  Hiukley  is  a  wealthy  and  highly  respectable  one, 
though  they  are  of  the  Mormon  faith. 

“  Very  well.  They  made  every  effort  to  secure  the  arrest  of  Marvan, 
but  they  failed. 

“  For  years  all  traces  of  the  red-handed  assassin  was  lost. 

“  But  recently  he  lias  been  discovered  to  be  in  New  York. 

“  He  is  supposed  to  be  living  under  an  assumed  name. 

“  Years  have  no  doubt  greatly  changed  his  appearance,  and  with  a 
trifling  disguise,  he  may  feel  perfectly  safe.” 

Bagshot  paused. 

Tne  trained  detective  had  not  made  the  slightest  change  in  the  ex¬ 
pression  of  his  face  when  the  ex-Mormon  uttered  the  real  name  of  poor 
Bertina’s  protector. 

Yet  it  gave  him  a  mental  shock. 

He  saw  he  was  becoming  involved  in  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
cases  he  had  ever  known. 

“  Then  you  want  me  to  locate  this  Donald  Merwin?” 

“  Marvan,”  corrected  Bagshot. 

“  Oh,  yes,  that  was  the  name!” 

“  Yes,  my  client,  who,  for  personal  reasons  which  have  nothing  to 
do  with  the  ends  of  justice,  wishes  to  remain  unknown  in  this  afiair, 
so  desires.” 

“  Am  I  to  arrest  the  criminal?” 

“  Of  course.” 

“  And  then?” 

“  He  will  be  extradited  and  sent  back.” 

“  To  Utah,  eh?” 

“  Yes,  for  trial  on  the  charge  of  murder.” 

“It  may  be  a  difficult  matter  to  locate  the  fellow.” 

“  True.” 

“  Can  you  give  me  a  description  of  him?” 

“  Yes,  or  better  still.  Look  here.” 

Bagshot  produced  a  photograph. 

It  was  that  of  Donald  Marvan,  and  it  had  been  taken  in  Salt  Lake 
City. 

The  date  was  more  than  seven  years  previously. 

He  gave  the  picture  to  Young  Sleuth. 

An  ordinary  man  might  not  have  identified  the  picture  as  that  of 
the  man  now  known  as  Sandoval,  the  animal  king,  or  lion  king  as  the 
case  might  be. 

And  yet  the  keen  detective  knew  the  photograph  was  that  of  the 
hunted  man  who  had  already  employed  him. 

The  keen  detective  set  in  to  play  one  of  his  deep  games. 

And  he  mentally  asked  himself  this  question: 

“  Which  story  is  true?” 

The  situation  was  a  singular  one  for  a  detective. 

One  client  claimed  he  was  hunted  by  murderous  fanatics  who  meant 
to  drag  him  back  among  their  people  to  be  put  to  death  as  an  inno¬ 
cent  man. 

The  other  client  stated  the  first  was  a  red-handed  assassin,  whom 
all  the  laws  of  God  and  man  directed  should  answer  for  his  crime  at 
the  tribunal  of  justice. 

Sandoval  was  a  comparative  stranger  to  the  detective.  He  had 
not  verified  his  story. 

The  last  statement  which  lie  had  just  heard  might  be  true.  There 
was  no  better  proof  in  one  case  than  the  other. 

The  special  determined  to  take  both  cases,  hoping  in  that  manner 
to  finally  learn  the  truth,  and  in  the  end  fully  meaning  that  justice 
should  be  done. 

“  Very  well.  I  will  retain  this  photo.  It  may  assist  me,”  Youug 
Sleuth  presently  said. 

“  Then  you  will  take  the  case?” 

“Yes.” 

“  Good!  I  rely  on  you.” 

“  And  I  shall  get  to  work  at  once.” 

“  One  point  more.  Wo  have  reason  to  suppose  that  a  voting  girl 
called  Bertina  Merlin,  who  was  the  accomplice  of  Donald  Marvan  in 
the  murder  in  l  tali,  has  lied  and  joined  the  assassiu  here.” 
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“  lla!” 

The  oi her  did  not  notice  the  singular  and  significant  force  of  this 
exclamation, 
lie  went  on : 

**  Of  course  we  desire  you  should,  if  possible,  apprehend  Marvan’s 
girl  accomplice  as  well  as  himself.” 

“  Certainly.,  llow  am  I  to  know  the  girl?” 

“  1  will  describe  her.” 

He  did  so. 

“  The  beautiful  dumb  girl,”  commented  the  officer,  mentally. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

OPENING  UP  A  DARK  GAME. 

“  You  will  report  to  me,”  continued  Bagshot. 

“  I  will.” 

“  Wheu  you  wish  to  do  so  you  will  call  here.” 

“  Very  well.” 

“  Now,  as  to  your  fees  ” 

“  Never  mind  that  now.” 

“  Do  you  wish  a  retainer?” 

“  In  advance?” 

Yes.” 

“  I  do  not!  I’ll  make  out  my  bill  when  the  case  is  ended.” 

“  As  you  will.” 

“  Is  there  anything  more?” 

“  There  is.” 

“  Please  state  it.” 

“  I  merely  wish  to  give  you  a  few  words  of  warning.” 

“  About  what?” 

“  About  Marvan.” 

“  What  would  you  say?” 

“  He  is  a  remarkably 'powerful  man.” 

“  Indeed!” 

“  And  a  dangerous  one.” 

“  I  shall  be  on  my  guard.” 

“  You  should  be.” 

“  Do  you  think  you  would  recognize  Marvan  if  you  saw  him  now?” 

“  I  do.” 

“  Even  if  he  w'as  changed  and  slightly  disguised?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  Good!  Then  you  may  help  me  to  recognize  him.” 

“  Yes,  in  case  you  think  you  have  found  him.” 

“  But  am  not  sure?” 

“  Precisely.” 

The  detective  arose. 

“  One  thing  more.” 

Bagshot  hastened  to  make  the  remark. 

Young  Sleuth  concluded  he  was  acting  on  an  afterthought. 

“  Well?” 

“  About  the  girl?” 

“  The  accomplice  of  Marvan?” 

“  The  same.” 

“  What  of  her?” 

“  She  will  seek  to  deceive  you.” 

“  How?” 

“  By  means  of  some  false  story.” 

“  To  what  end?”  and  Young  Sleuth’s  eyes  gleamed. 

It  was  the  light  of  discovery  which  Hashed  in  his  keen  orbs. 

“To  make  you  think  she  is  innocent.” 

“  Oh,  I  understand.” 

‘  She  will  seek  to  win  your  sympathy.” 

“  So  I  presume.” 

“  She  will  tell  you  she  has  been  cruelly  treated.” 

“  Indeed!” 

“  And  Marvan  will  bear  her  out.” 

“Well,  I  shall  know  how  to  take  all  they  say.” 

“  Of  course  you  will  mot  credit  anything?” 

“  Which  Marvan  or  the  girl  may  tell  me?” 

“  That’s  it.” 

“  I  will  not.” 

“  Then  I  need  say  no  more?” 

“  You  need  not.” 

Young  Sleuth  reached  the  door. 

“  Good-day,”  he  said. 

The  other  replied. 

And  the  special  passed  out. 

He  closed  the  door. 

Then  he  walked  heavily  along  the  hall. 

And  he  reached  the  elevator. 

He  saw  the  hall  was  deserted. 

The  floor  was  thickly  carpeted. 

Noiselessly  he  retraced  his  steps. 

Having  reached  the  door  of  Bag3hot’s  room  without  a  sound  he 
listened. 

He  heard  Bagshot’s  voice. 

The  fellow  was  muttering  to  himself. 

At  first  the  officer  could  not  make  out  a  word. 

But  at  length  Bagshoi’s  voice  became  more  distinct. 

Then  the  detective  caught  these  words: 

“  I  must  prepare  for  the  terrible  ordeal.” 

Again  toe  muttered  words  became  indistinct. 

But.  presently  Young  Sleuth  caught  the  following  remark: 

“At  midnight  I  must  enter  the  dark  circle  of  the  Danites.” 
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Bagshot  became  silent. 

Still  Young  Sleuth  remained  at  the  door. 

He  hoped  to  hear  more. 

And  he  was  not  disappointed. 

Bngshoi  spoke  again. 

He  said: 

“Then  I  shall  take  the  oath  of  the  Danites  anew.” 

After  that  Young  Sleuth  wailed  for  some  time. 

But  Bagshot  did  not  speak  again. 

Hearing  footsteps  the  officer  glided  away. 

The  next  moment  a  lady  and  gentleman  turned  a  corner  of  the  hall. 
The  detective  proceeded  to  the  elevator  and  descended. 

He  went  directly  to  his  rooms. 

As  he  reached  the  door  lie  heard  the  popping  of  a  cork  from  within. 
Suddenly  he  opened  the  door.  There  sat  Jenkins  with  a  bottle  of 
champagne  before  him. 

And  he  held  a  filled  glass  in  his  hand. 

He  seemed  about  to  drink. 

But,  quick  as  a  flash,  he  presented  the  glass  to  the  special. 

“Ah,  you  rascal!  You  will  not  obey  the  doctor’s  orders,  though 
you  are  a  victim  of  the  gout,  and  all  the  physicians  say  you  must  not 
drink  wine.  Those  who  dance  must  pay  the  fiddler.  I  suppose  we 
shall  see  you  limping  about  to-morrow  and  hear  you  groaning,  not  to 
say  swearing,”  said  Young  Sleuth,  laughing. 

“  Mon  Dieul  It  is  ever  thus.  The  best  intentions  are  misjudged. 
Could  you,  did  you,  for  one  moment  think  the  noble  Jean  Guillaume 
St.  Croix  Jenkeau  meant  the  wine  for  himself?” 

“  Well,  it  looked  just  a  little  bit  that  way.” 

“No,  no!  I  saw  you  coming— from  the  window.  I  said,  *  I  will 
have  a  bottle  ready.  He  will  appreciate  the  kindness.’  But  alas — 
but  never  mind,  a  man  who  has  had  the  gout  don’t  mind  trifles.” 

“  Jenkins,  you  are  a  fraud!  But  here’s  to  your  health  and  confu¬ 
sion  to  the  gout.” 

“  Ah!  You  enthuse  the  noble  Jean.  Confusion  to  the  gout,  did  you 
say?  That  is  a  toast!  Can  I  let  it  pass  without  joining  you?  I  who 
have  suffered  with  that  aristocratic  but  infernal  complaint.  Sacrel  It 
must  be  done!” 

And  Jenkins  poured  out  and  drained  a  glass. 

“  You  are  incorrigitde.  You  add  fuel  to  the  flames,”  and  Young 
Sleuth  laughed  heartily. 

Just  then  he  saw  an  empty  champagne  bottle  under  the  table. 
“Open  the  bottle  on  the  floor?”  he  said. 

“Certainly.  I  will  do  so,”  and  Jenkins  picked  up  the  bottle. 

“  Mon  Dieu\  What’s  this— empty?  Sacrel  Have  we  come  to  this?” 
he  exclaimed. 

“  What?”  asked  Young  Sleuth. 

“  That  the  McKinley  Bill  effects  the  consumers  of  the  good  juice  of 
the  grape.  Sacrel  The  rascally  importer  has  robbed  this  bottle  to 
help  pay  the  duty.” 

And  Jenkins  looked  the  picture  cf  outraged  innocence,  though  he 
had  drained  the  last  of  the  bottle  himself  just  before  Young  Sleuth  came 
in. 

“  The  depravity  of  the  consumer  is  to  be  blamed  in  this  instance!” 
said  the  young  detective,  lightly. 

“  Ah,  me,  man’s  faith  in  man  is  a  delusion  and  a  snare.” 

“  Nonsense!  You  can’t  fool  me,  you  old  humbug.” 

“  Let  it  go  at  that,  as  Jacques  the  barber,  a  man  who  smells  of 
hair  oil  said,  when  he  took  the  ear  ct!  a  customer  who  refused  to  pay 
for  a  five-cent  shave.” 

“  Jenkins,  I’ve  seen  the  agent.” 

“  Of  the  author  of  the  notes  you  got  to-day?” 

“  The  same.’’ 

“  What  did  he  say?” 

Young  Sleuth  repeated  his  conversation  with  Bagshot. 

“  Mon  Dieul  Did  you  drop?”  exclaimed  the  Frenchman. 

“  To  what?” 

“  To  the  point  he  made  about  the  mademoiselle.” 

“  About  Bertina?” 

.“  Yes.  The  dumb  girl.” 

“  I  think  so.” 

“  You  noted  lie  said  she  would  tell  you  a  story.’ 

“  Exactly.” 

“  Well,  if  she  is  dumb,  how  can  she  do  that?” 

“  Right.” 

“  It  must  be  Bagshot  knows  the  girl  is  not  dumb.” 

“It  would  seem  so.” 

“  Yes.” 

“If  Bertina  was  really  dumb,  Bagshot  would  have  told  me.” 

“I  think  so.” 

“This  seems  to  almost  establish  the  point.” 

“That  the  girl  is  shamming?” 

“  Yes.” 

“That’s  so.” 

“  But  that  does  not  make  her  guilty  of  a  crime?” 

“No.” 

“I  do  not  believe  Bagshot’s  story,”  said  Young  Sleuth. 

“Nor  I." 

“  When  he  said  Bertina  was  the  accomplice  of  a  murderer,  I  know 
the  man  lied.” 

“  The  rascal!” 

“  Bertina  can  not  he  guilty  of  a  crime.” 

“  Perhaps  Bagshot  is  acting  for  the  Danites?” 

“  I  know  lie  is.” 

“  How  comes  it  you  are  sure?” 


YOUNG  SLEUTH  ANI)  THE  MASKED  LADY 


9 


“  I  I  la  toned  at  his  door." 

“  After  you  left  his  room?” 

“  Ye*.’’ 

*'  What  did  you  learn?” 

“I  overheard  Bugshot’s  mutteringa.” 

“  W  hat  did  lie  8uy!” 

Young  Sleuth  repeated  what  he  overheard. 

■“  Mon  Dieul  That  settles  it!” 

“  That  Bagsliot  is  oue  of  Marvau’s,  otherwise  Sandoval,  the  lion 
tamer's  deadly  foes?” 

“  Yes.” 

*•  Of  course.” 

44  And  I  meau  to  make  a  daring  play  soon.” 

“  When?” 

44  To-night.” 

41  What  will  you  do?” 

4‘  Shadow  Bagsliot  at  midnight.” 

I  “  Where  to?” 

„  4‘  To  the  dark  circle  of  the  Danites.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

VOUNG  SLEUTH  SETS  IN  FOR  A  DARING  RUSE. 

“How  will  you  work?”  asked  Jenkins,  a  moment  later. 

“  Bagsliot  said  at  midnight  he  must  enter  the  dark  circle  of  the 
Danites.” 

“Yes.” 

“  I  mean  teenier,  too.” 

44  Ha!  You  will  risk  your  life?” 

44  Y’es.”  1 

4‘  Let  me  accompany  you.” 

44  So  you  shall.” 

44  Bravo!” 

41  That  is  to  say,  yon  shall  go  with  me  on  the  trail.” 

44  Of  Bagsliot?”  * 

44  Y'es.” 

“  And  enter  the  dark  circle  of  the  Mormon  secret  slayers  with  you?” 
“No!” 

— 44  Mon  Dieul  You  give  me  disappointment.” 

44  We  must  put  up  a  stratagem.” 

44  How?” 

44 1  will  expluin.” 

44  Do  so.” 

44  But  first,  let  me  say,  I  do  not  mean  to  risk  my  life  witnout  taking 
all  possible  precaution.” 

“  To  guard  yourself?” 

“Exactly.” 

44  Go  on  with  your  plan.” 

44  The  meeting  of  the  desperate  league  will  no  doubt  take  place 
where  great  precaution  against  the  admission  of  a  spy  will  he  taken.” 
44  No  doubt.” 

44  If  we  can  shadow  our  man  to  the  don,  I  think  the  ruse  I  have  in 
mind  will  work.” 

44  I  hope  so.” 

44  The  villain  will  probably  have  a  doorkeeper  on  guard.” 

44  Yes.” 

44  I  mean  to  personate  him.” 

44  Then  your  success  depends - ” 

44  Upon  onr  being  able  to  overpower  the  doorman  without  alarming 
his  friends.” 

*•  And  your  being  able  to  pass  for  him?” 

44  Yes.  In  the  dark  circle.” 

“Good!” 

44  You  like  the  scheme?” 

44 1  do.” 

44  Then  we’ll  try  it.” 

44  By  all  means.” 

44 1  am  sure  now  Sandoval  is  an  innocent  man.” 

“So  am  I.” 

“And  so  I  feel  justified  in  playing  Bagsliot  false.” 

“  Certainly.” 

44  P’or,  by  so  doing,  I  can  gain  the  ends  of  justice.” 

44  Just  so.” 

“  Make  up  a  bag  of  disguises.” 

44  Certainly.  I’ll  select  a  number.” 

44  To  take  with  us?” 

44  On  Bagsliot’s  trail?” 

44  Yes.  For  we  don’t  know  what  kind  of  a  make-up  I  may  need.” 

44  I’ll  have  a  good 'assortment  along.” 

44  All  right.” 

44  Do  you  think  Bagsliot  is  personally  interested  in  the  fate  of  Mar- 
van?”  finked  Jenkins  anon. 

44  I  think  he  is  acting  for  the  Queen  of  the  Avengers.” 

14  Of  whom  Sandoval,  otherwise  Marvan,  told  us?” 

“  Yes,  and  I  believe  lie  is  more  particularly  interested  in  the  fate 
of  Berlina  than  that  of  her  protector.” 

“  How  came  you  to  so  decide?” 

“  I  noted  the  voice  of  Bagsliot  became  interested  when  he  spoke  of 
the  girl.”  -  w 

44  Good!  Nothing  escapes  you.” 

The  conversation  was  continued. 

But  what  more  was  said  need  not  here  lie  re-produced. 

Suffice  it  to  say  that,  when  the  hour  of  eleven  came  that  night 
Y'ouug  Sleuth  and  Jenkins  were  ou  the  pipe. 


They  were  stationed  near  the  Grand  Central  Hotel. 

They  had  seen  Bagsliot  at  supper  in  the  restaurant. 

They  had  set  in  to  watch  for  him  to  come  out. 

They  knew  he  had  left  the  restaurant. 

But,  as  he  had  not  appeared  ou  the  street,  they  concluded  he  had 
gone  to  Iii9  room. 

The  clocks  of  the  city  had  just  struck  eleven. 

Suddenly  Yroung  Sleuth  grasped  Jenkins’  arm. 

“  What  is  it?” 

The  Frenchman  asked  the  question  in  a  whisper. 

“  Look  there!” 
eYouug  Sleuth  pointed. 

A  man  was  just  issuiug  from  the  hotel. 

Jenkins  saw  him. 

“  Bagsliot!”  he  said. 

44  Yes.” 

The  man  walked  up  the  street. 

The  detective  and  his  assistant  set  in  to  follow  him. 

Jenkins  carried  a  bag. 

it  contained  a  large  number  of  disguises. 

Presently  the  man  Young  Sleuth  was  trailing  crossed  Broadway. 
Then  he  took  a  side  street. 

He  went  east. 

And  the  shudowers  continued  to  keep  him  in  sight. 

Bagshot’s  manner  did  not  seem  to  indicate  that  he  was  aware  of 
the  fact  that  he  was  being  followed. 

He  went  on  for  a  considerable  distance. 

At  last  lie  paused. 

He  had  arrived  at  a  private  dwelling. 

It  was  situated  on  a  highly  respectable  east-side  street. 

Bagsliot  having  halted  looked  up  and  down  the  street. 

At  that  hour  it  was  deserted  save  for  the  detective  and  Jenkins. 
They  crouched  close  to  a  wall  in  the  angle  of  a  tall  building. 

The  shadows  completely  concealed  them. 

Bagsliot  appeared  satisfied  that  he  was  not  watched. 

Then  lie  went  up  the  steps. 

He  rang  the  bell. 

A  slender,  dark  man,  with  an  old,  withered  and  evil-looking  face, 
opened  the  portal. 

He  glanced  keenly  at  Bagshot. 

Then  he  stepped  aside. 

The  door  closed. 

Young  Sleuth  whispered  to  Jenkins: 

44 1  saw  the  doorman.” 

“  So  did  I.” 

44  But  I  did  not  make  out  his  face.  Yet  I  am  pleased  to  note  his 
appearance.” 

“Because  he  is  a  slender  chap?” 

44  Yes,  and  because  he  is  about  my  build.” 

“  That’s  so.” 

“  So  if  we  can  capture  the  fellow  the  facial  make-up  will  be  all  that 
will  trouble  me.” 

“  I  hope  that  won’t  trouble  you  much.” 

“  Now  we’ll  wait  a  short  time.” 

44  And  then?” 

“  We’ll  creep  up  to  the  door.” 

“  Yes.” 

44  I’ll  ring  the  bell.” 

44  Just  so.” 

“  You  will  be  crouching  in  the  shadow  beside  the  door.” 

44  And  when  it  opens?” 

44  When  it  opens,  and  while  the  doorman  is  looking  at  me,  you  will 
suddenly  spring  up  and  strike  him  down  senseless  with  this.” 

Young  Sleuth  placed  a  slung-shot  in  the  hands  of  Jenkins. 

And  he  added: 

“  We  have  got  to  use  Harsh  measures  in  this  instance.” 

44  Yes,  but  I’ll  take  care  not  to  hit  the  fellow  too  hard.” 

44  If  all  goes  well,  we  will  then  carry  the  doorman  into  the  entrance 
of  the  large  unoccupied  building  around  the  corner.” 

“  And  there  you  will  make  up?” 

44  Yes.” 

Having  thus  made  sure  that  Jenkins  fully  understood  his  plans, 
Young  Sleuth  said  no  more  for  some  moments. 

But.  finally  he  observed: 

“New  to  put  my  plans  to  the  test.” 

44 1  am  with  you.” 

44  Come  on.” 

They  glided  to  the  door  of  the  house  which  Bagshot  had  entered. 

In  a  moment  they  reached  it. 

With  a  slungshot  ready  in  his  hand  Jenkins  look  his  position. 

Then  Y'oung  Sleuth  rang  just  as  he  had  seen  Bagshot  do. 

The  door  was  immediately  opened. 

The  same  man  who  had  admitted  Bagshot  opened  the  portal, 
lie  started  as  he  saw  the  stiange  face  of  Y'ouug  Sleuth. 

And  he  opened  his  lips  to  ask  a  question. 

One  glance  into  the  hall  had  assured  the  detective  it  was  de- 
Berted.  , 

lie  gave  a  signal  with  his  hand  behind  his  back. 

Instantly  Jenkins  leaped  up. 

The  weapon  in  his  hand  descended. 

The  doorman  received  the  heavy  blow  on  his  skull. 

He  fell  in  a  heap. 

Young  Sleuth  dragged  him  through  the  door. 

Then  he  closed  it. 
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So  far  all  had  gone  well. 

The  special  drew  a  deep  breath  of  relief. 

Theu  to  Jenkins: 

“  Lend  a  hand  here,  quick!” 

“  Yes.  Here  I  am.” 

And  Jetikius  grasped  the  prostrate  man. 

Hetwean  tiie.n  he  and  Young  Sleuth  carried  him  away. 

They  reached  the  doorway  around  the  corner. 

The  doorman  was  uuconscious. 

They  met  no  oue. 

In  toe  arched  entrance  of  the  building  they  had  reached  Young 
Sledth  quickly  exchanged  outer  garments  with  the  man  he  had  capt¬ 
ured. 

Then,  while  Jenkins  stood  guard,  he  made  up  his  face  like  that  of 
the  doorman. 

And  lie  was  not  interrupted. 

Finally  he  bouud  his  pnsouer  hard  and  fast,  and  also  gagged  him. 
The  building  was  unoccupied. 

Leaving  the  prisoner  in  the  dark  arch,  the  disguised  special  glided 
bacK  to  the  house  Bagshot  had  entered. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  DARK  CIRCLE  OF  THE  DANITES. 

Jenkins  followed. 

“  You  will  wait  outside,”  said  Young  Sleuth. 

“  Suppose  you  want  me?” 

“  If  possible  I’ll  give  you  one  of  our  secret  signals.” 

“  But  if  you  are  unable  to  do  so?” 

“  I  must  take  my  chances.” 

“  You  may  be  murdered  in  that  house  without  my  knowing  any¬ 
thing  ahout  it.” 

“  Quite  true.” 

“  You  re  a  cool  one.” 

“  I  have  to  be.” 

“  Good-bye.  Now  for  desperate,  dangerous  play  for  the  secrets  of 
guilty  men.” 

As  he  spoke  Young  Sleuth  crept  to  the  steps. 

He  asceuded. 

Having  reached  the  door  he  tried  it. 

It  was  not  locked. 

That  discovery  assured  him  the  doorman  had  not  been  missed. 

He  passed  into  the  litiuse. 

Jenkins  saw  the  door  close  behind  his  young  master. 

Theu  lie  crouched  down  in  the  deepest  shadows  beside  the  steps. 
The  devoied  Frenchman  felt  extremely  anxious  ou  account  of 
Young  Sleuth. 

The  tune  that  ensued  was,  for  Jenkins,  a  period  of  painful  suspense. 
Still  he  had  the  utmost  confidence  iu  the  ability  of  Young  Sleuth 
to  take  care  of  himself. 

When  the  keen  detective  had  closed  the  door,  and  found  himself 
actually  in  the  house,  he  felt  triumphant. 

Cool  and  calm,  with  never  a  tremor  in  his  nerves,  he  meant  to  play 
his  daring  part. 

But  he  must  be  guided  by  circumstances. 

He  only  hoped  then  that  circumstances  would  favor  him. 

That  is  to  say,  he  hoped  a  way  would  be  opened  for  him  by  the  in¬ 
mates  of  house' to  penetrate  to  the  meeting-room  of  the  Danites. 

He  restrained  his  impatience. 

And  he  became  seated  on  the  hall  bench. 

He  resolved  there  to  remain  until  some  development  $>f  events  gave 
him  his  cue  to  act. 

He  had  not  long  to  wait. 

Bat  a  few  moments  elapsed. 

Tnen  he  heard  footsteps. 

The  sounds  emanated  from  the  rear  of  the  house. 

A  door  at  the  end  of  the  passage  opened. 

A  man  appeared.  . 

He  was  Dyke,  whom  we  briefly  introduced  to  the  reader  as  a  Danite 
ot  the  band  under  the  Queen  of  the  Avengers  in  a  previous  chapter. 
The  red-haired,  red-bearded  ruffian  stalked  toward  Young  Sleuth. 

“  I’m  to  take  yer  place,  Bragg.  Yer  wanted  down  below,”  said  Dyke. 
“  All  right.” 

Young  Sleuth  then  replied. 

Then,  wtiile  Dyke  sat  down  on  the  hall  bench,  the  detective  tra- 
versed  the  halh 

H«  passed  through  the  door  by  which  Dyke  had  come. 

Then  he  found  himself  in  a  large  room. 

There  he  paused  to  listen. 

Faint  sounds  from  below  reached  him. 

And  at  the  end  of  the  apartment,  through  an  open  door,  he  saw 
the  head  of  a  flight  of  stairs. 

Yoaiur  Sleuth  reached  the  open  door. 

His  stout  heart  beat  a  trifle  faster  than  previously  as  he  began  to 
descend  the  stairs. 

And  he  wondered  what  he  was  destined  to  encounter  when  he 
readied  the  foot  of  the  flight. 

Down,  down  with  firm  and  steady  footsteps,  until  he  stood  on  the 
basement  floor  below. 

There  lie  reached  an  entry. 

A  lamp  hanging  from  the  ceiling  illuminated  the  place. 

Beyond  it  was  a  closed  door. 

The  sound  of  voices  came  from  beyond  the  door. 

L’nhesiiaUngly  Young  Sleuth  proceeded  to  it. 


At  last  he  was  at  the  very  threshold  of  the  meeting  place  of  the 
Danites,  under  the  Queen  of  the  Avengers. 

He  tried  the  door  and  it  yielded. 

Then  a  strange  scene  met  his  vision. 

There  was  a  low,  square  room  of  considerable  size.  Standing  in  a 
row  behind  a  small  altar,  upon  which  there  rested  a  human  skull  and 
a  pair  of  crossed  daggers,  were  six  men  wearing  long  black  robes  and 
black  masks.  Each  man  held  a  murderous  looking  dagger  raised  as 
if  to  strike. 

Before  the  altar  knelt  Bagshot. 

As  Young  Sleuth  entered  and  paused,  enchained  by  the  strange, 
weird  scene,  the  man  in  the  center  of  the  masked  six  just  behind  the 
altar  stepped  back. 

Then  gliding  from  the  shadows  in  the  rear  of  the  masked  destroy¬ 
ers  of  the  church  of  Utah  came  a  magnificently  tall  female  figure, 
clad  in  a  closely  fitting  long  trailed  robe  of  black  silk,  and  wearing 
upon  her  face  a  silk  mask  of  the  same  color  and  material 

Her  dark,  luminous  eyes  flashed  brilliantly  through  the  holes  in  the 
musk. 

And  Young  Sleuth  gazing  at  her  fixedly  knew  that  he  had  seen 
those  same  eyes  looking  through  a  mask  before. 

Yes,  the  young  special  decided  beyoud  all  possibility  of  doubt 
that  the  female  mask  of  that  strange  baud  of  Avengers  was  really 
the  masked  lady,  the  female  magician. 

“  Ha!”  the  detective  said,  mentally,  “  so  Sandoval  was  right.  The 
masked  lany  and  Judith  Hickman,  the  Danite  queen,  are  one  and 
the  same.” 

The  musked  lady  reached  the  altar. 

Extending  her  jeweled  hand  over  the  head  of  the  man  who  knelt 
before  it,  she  said : 

“  Daniel  Lee,  in  the  name  of  Joseph  Smith,  the  great  apostle  of 
the  Mormon  faith,  and  the  founder  of  the  church  of  the  Latter  Day 
Saints,  I  command  you  to  repeat  the  oath  I  am  about  to  pronounce, 
after  me,  and  if  you  break  it,  may  God  have  mercy  on  your  soul,  for 
you  will  be  cut  off  *  behind  the  ears  ’  by  the  chosen  avengers  of  the 
church  of  Mormon.” 

Then  the  masked  lady  went  on. 

And  she  repeated  a  terrible  oath. 

Bagshot  pronounced  every  word  after  her. 

Then  the  masked  Danites  sheathed  their  daggers  and  the  masked 
lady  said  to  Bagshot: 

“  Arise,  brother!” 

He  did  so. 

Thus  far  no  one  concerned  in  the  strange  ceremony  had  bestowed 
the  slightest  attention  upon  the  detective. 

He  wondered  at  this,  since  the  Danite  who  bad  taken  his  place  at 
the  door  had  said  he  was  wanted. 

He  was  immediately  destined,  however,  to  have  his  cariosity  satis¬ 
fied. 

“  Bragg,”  said  the  masked  lady,  turning  to  the  young  delective, 

“  as  secretary  of  the  League  of  the  Destroying  Angela,  you  will  now 
bring  the  book  of  the  Danites,  in  which  only  the  chosen  ones  must 
inscribe  their  names.” 

Young  Sleuth  bowed. 

But  he  was  in  a  dilemma. 

Of  course,  he  did  not  know  where  to  find  the  book. 

And  yet  a  betrayal  of  his  ignorance  would  be  likely  to  cost  him  his 
life. 

If  suspicion  was  aroused  against  him,  he  would  not  be  allowed  to 
leave  the  house  until  the  Danites  had  satisfied  their  doubts. 

But  never  did  Young  Sleuth  show  to  a  better  advantage  than  now, 
that  he  deserved  the  title  of  “  the  keen  detective.” 

He  noticed  when  the  masked  lady  had  last  spoken  she  inadvertantly 
glanced  from  him  at  the  closed  door  of  a  closet  in  a  corner. 

“  The  book  is  there,”  decided  Young  Sleuth. 

So  he  quickly  crossed  the  room. 

He  reached  the  door  of  the  closet. 

Opening  it  he  saw  a  large  black  book  with  a  unique  silver  clasp  on 
a  shelf. 

Beside  the  book  was  a  great  metal  inkstand  and  a  quill  pen. 

He  took  up  the  book  and  the  inkstand  and  quill. 

“  Place  them  on  the  altar,”  said  the  masked  lady. 

Young  Sleuth  obeyed. 

The  masked  lady  opened  the  book,  dipped  the  pen  in  the  ink,  and 
handed  it  to  Bagshot. 

“  Your  name  was  once  eraced  from  this  book.  The  second  time 
that  is  done  will  be  the  last,”  she  said. 

Bagshot  took  the  pen  and  signed  his  name — Daniel  Lee — in  the  book 
in  the  place  she  indicated. 

“  Now  all  is  done.  You  are  one  of  us  again.  Brethren,  shake 
hands  with  Daniel  Lee.” 

The  six  masked  Danites  ooeyed. 

^Meantime  Young  Sleuth  was  thinking  fast.’ 

As  tho  result  of  his  cogitations  he  stepped  up  to  the  masked  lady  a 
moment  later  and  said: 

“  I  have  hoard  from  an  old  friend  of  other  days  to-day.  He  urges 
me  to  visit  him  ir.  Buffalo.  Can  you  spare  me  for  a  few  days?  If^so 
I  would  like  to  go  to  Iluflalo  in  the  morning.” 

“  All  right!  You  have  been  faithful  and  willing.  You  can  go.” 

“  Thanks.” 

Then  the  masked  lady  led  the  way  up  out  of  the  basement. 

In  the  hall  she  dismissed  Bagshot. 

He  passed  to  the  street. 
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“  Now,  let  all  seek  their  bods.  Good-night,  brethren,”  said  the 
inusked  lady. 

With  a  wave  of  the  hand  she  glided  up  the  stairs  and  passed  from 
sight. 

The  men  one  by  one  withdrew  to  their  rooms,  and  finally  Young 
Sleuth  wa3  left  alone  in  the  hall  where  he  had  pretended  to  be  inter¬ 
ested  in  a  newspaper. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

OUT  OF  THE  DANITE8’  LAIR— AT  THE  HOME  OF  THE  LION  TAMER. 

The  inspector  s  favorite  young  officer  waited  until  the  house  be¬ 
came  silent. 

Then  he  noiselessly  unfastened  the  door. 

He  glided  out  to  the  street. 

And  relocked  the  door  from  the  outside. 

To  do  that  he  employed  a  skeleton  Key. 

He  made  it  a  point  10  have  a  bunch  in  his  pocket  on  almost  all  oc¬ 
casions. 

Jenkins  had  remained  at  his  post. 

He  saw  and  recognized  Young  Sleuth,  of  course,  as  soon  as  the 
latter  came  upon  the  street. 

They  hastened  away. 

“  J [on  Dieu  !  It  is  a  relief  to  see  you.  You  got  out  alive,  and 
that’s  more  than  I  had  begun  to  thiuK  you  would  do,”  he  said. 

“  I  had  great  luck.” 

“How  so?” 

“  I  spotted  the  masked  lady.” 

“  Tell  me  all.” 

“  All  right.  I  am  here  for  that  purpose.” 

Young  Sleuth  quickly  acquainted  Jenkins  with  all  the  incidents 
which  had  taken  place  iu  the  house  whence  he  had  come. 

“  Again  the  noble  Count  Jean  Guillaume  St.  Croix  Jenkeau  cries 
out  bravo — ay,  bravissimo!”  exclaimed  the  excited  Frenchman. 

“  And  so  you  know  now  the  Queen  of  the  Avengers  and  the  masked 
lady,  the  female  magician,  are  one  and  the  same.” 

“  Yes.” 

“  Judith  Hickman  is  the  masked  lady’s  real  name.” 

“  It  is,  according  to  Sandoval.” 

“  Well,  here  we  are.  What’s  to  be  done  with  this  chap?” 

They  had  reached  the  doorway,  where  they  had  left  the  Danite 
whom  Young  Sleuth  had  so  successfully  personated. 

“  I  mean  to  work  a  deep  game.” 

“  How  so?” 

“We  will  have  him  locked  up  in  a  police  station  and  have  the  mat¬ 
ter  kept  a  secret.” 

“  Oh,  I  see.” 

“  When  I  obtained  the  consent  of  the  Queen  of  the  Avengers  for 
the  absence  of  the  supposed  Bragg  for  a  few  days  I  had  this  plan  in 
mind.” 

“  You  wanted  to  fix  things  so  you  could  visit  the  masked  lady  in 
the  character  of  tha  trusted  Dauite  called  Bragg  again?” 

“  That’s  it.” 

“  A  great  game.  Mon  Dieul  You  have  a  head  on  your  shouldeis!” 

“  You  didn’t  think  1.  was  a  museum  freak  and  carried  my  head  on 
my  heels?” 

Young  Sleuth  was  in  good  humor  and  he  laughed  in  his  light  and 
boyish  way. 

“  I  suppose  we  had  better  make  sure  we  don’t  get  into  trouble  by 
carrying  this  chap  to  the  station?” 

“  Certainly.” 

“  He  has  regained  his  senses.” 

“  So  1  perceive.” 

“  I  know  where  a  night-hawk  cab  usually  stands  near  here.” 

“Then  make  haste  and  bring  it.  I’ll  remain  here  with  the  captured 
Danite.” 

Jenkins  hastened  away. 

He  was  not  absent  long. 

When  he  returned  he  brought  a  cab  with  him,  or  rather  the  cab 
brought  him,  which  amounts  to  the  same  thing. 

The  detective  and  Jenkins  placed  the  Danite  in  the  cab. 

The  gag  prevented  his  making  any  outcry. 

The  cab  was  driven  rapidly. 

The  distance  to  the  nearest  police  station  was  soon  made. 

There  the  sergoant  in  charge  was  taken  into  Young  Sleuth’s  confi¬ 
dence.  in  so  far  as  it  was  necessary. 

And  the  Danite  called  Bragg  was  locked  up  in  a  cell, 

The  sergeant  agreed  to  keep  the  arrest  a  secret,  and  Young  Sleuth 
and  Jenkins  went  home. 

But  they  had  scarcely  arrived  there  when  the  Frenchman  exclaimed 
with  a  groan : 

“  Ah,  me!  I  sometimes  wish  I  didn’t  have  quite  so  much  of  the 
blue  blood  of  the  noblemen  of  France  in  my  veins!” 

“  Why  so?” 

f  “  barrel  The  gout!  I’ve  got  it  again.  In  my  right  big  toe.  And 
I've  got  to  go  to  a  picnic  to-morrow  with  the  charming  Dauphine. 
Mon  Dieul  A  gallant  who  limps  is  not  particularly  fascinating  to  the 
fair  ones.  And  Jacques,  the  barber,  u  man  who  smells  of  hair-oil — 
my  hated  rival— will  be  there.” 

“  To  cut  you  out?” 

“  He  carries  a  razor.” 

“  Ha,  ha,  ha!” 

“  But  it  will  take  a  pharp  one  to  sever  the  bonds  of  love.  Love — 
oh,  in  my  case,  it  menus  so  much,  for  Duuphine’s  father  keeps  u 


resturant,  and— ami  f  put  it  to  you— could  he  expexl  his  beloved  too- 
in-luw  that  is  to  be  to  pay  for  ids  meals?" 

“  Certainly  not.  You  bestow  a  title,  and  in  this  country,  when  a 
lady  marries  a  title,  she  is  expected  to  take  care  of  the  man  who  goes 
with  it.  It’s  the  unwritten  law  of  the  ‘  400.’  ” 

Jenkins  looked  longingly  at  the  door  oT  the  wine  closet. 

But  Young  Sleuth  shook  his  head. 

“You  can’t  dance  if  the  gout  really  gets  hold  of  you,  and  what 
would  your  picnic  on  the  morrow  be  if  you  couldn’t  trip  the  light  fan¬ 
tastic  toe?”  lie  said. 

“  Ah,  me,  no  wine!  Then  let’s  to  bed!  I  would  forget  my  troubles 
in  dreams  of  the  land  that  Hows  with  beer  and  wine!” 

The  following  day  Young  Sleuth  called  on  Sandoval. 

The  lion  tamer  received  the  officer  pleasantly. 

“  I  scarcely  expected  to  see  you  so  soou  again,”  said  the  former. 

“  I  have  called  to  make  a  report.” 

“  What  have  you  learned?” 

“  I  have  identified  the  masked  lady  as  Judith  Hickman.” 

“  Good!  Your  swift  success  lias  far  exceeded  my  most  sanguine 
hopes.” 

“  I  will  tell  you  all.” 

“  Thank  you.  I  would  know  all,  that  I  may  be  prepared  to  meet 
my  deadly  foe3  at  every  point.” 

Young  Sleuth  then  told  the  animal  trainer  how  the  agent  of  the 
masked  lauy  had  related  to  him  the  Danite’s  untrue  version  of  the 
story  of  Sandoval’s  terrible  experiences  in  Utah. 

The  animal  trainer  exclaimed  m  indignation: 

“  It  is  false — the  whole  story  is!  It  is  a  base  lie,  concocted  to  ruin 
me!” 

“  I  concede  that.” 

“  Ah,  I  am  glad  no  doubt  of  my  truth  has  entered  your  mind.” 

“  Now,”  said  Youug  Sleuth,  “  do  you  know  this  man  Bagshot?” 

“  1  know  uo  one  by  that  name.” 

>‘Do  you  know  Daniel  Lee?  That  was  the  name  Bagshot  was  known 
by  among  the  Mormons.” 

“  No;  that  is,  not  personally.  I  heard  his  name  while  I  was  among 
the  Mormons.  But  he  was  off  as  a  missionary  during  my  residence 
in  Utah.” 

“  Have  you  any  friend  here  in  New  York  who  knows  your  story?” 

“One.” 

“  His  name?” 

“I  know  him  as  Jason  Thyle.” 

“Describe  him.” 

Sandoval  did  so. 

“Your  supposed  friend  is  really  Daniel  Leo.” 

“  Otherwise  Bagshot?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  You  astonish  me!” 

“  And  you  now  kuow  Bagshot — the  man  with  three  names— means 
to  betray  you.” 

“  The  infernal  scoundrel!” 

“  Has  he  visited  you  lately?” 

“No.” 

“  Has  he  seen  Bertina  here?” 

“  He  has  not.  But  I  met  him  not  long  ago  on  the  street.  He  said  he 
had  been  absent  from  the  city.  He  looked  pale  as  if  he  had  been  ill. 
We  conversed.  I  told  him  about  Bertina.” 

“Bagshot  knows  all  about  the  girl.” 

“  It  must  be  so  since  he  wishes  to  doom  her  to  a  fate  worse  than 
death.” 

“  But  he  shall  not  succeed!” 

“Not  while  f  live.  Why,  I  would  sooner  see  that  good,  pure  young 
girl  alone  in  the  den  with  my  lions  when  they  are  hungry  than  see 
her  in  the  power  of  that  wretch.” 

“  Precisely.” 

“  And  now  that  we  know  the  truth — what?” 

“  Let  us  look  at  the  case  calmly.” 

“  By  all  means.” 

“Well,  then,  we  know  the  masked  lady  and  Judith  Hickman,  the 
Queen  of  the  Avengers,  are  one  and  the  same.” 

“  Yes.” 

“  We  know  the  man  who  professes  to  be  your  friend  is  an  arch 
traitor  and  leagued  with  the  Avengers — the  Danites.” 

“  All  that  is  so.” 

“  Very  well.  What  we  don’t  know  and  want  to  find  out  is  the 
mystery  of  Bertina,  the  beautiful  dumb  girl.” 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  DUMB  GIRL’S  PERIL. 

“Certainly.”  assented  the  lion  tamer  to  Young  Sleuth’s  last  re- 
mark,  after  a  pause  had  occurred  in  the  conversation. 

“  Bagshot  knows  the  secret  of  Bertina’s  life.” 

“  We  have  so  decided.” 

“  We  must  work  to  wrest  the  secret  from  him  and  not  alarm  him 
or  the  Danites.  And.  in  the  meantime,  you  will  look  out  for  yourself 
and  Bertina,  and  I  will  do  what  I  can  to' protect  you  both.” 

“  And  in  the  end?” 

“We  shall  use  the  sealed  packet  containing  the  evidence  of  the 
terrible  secret  of  the  Queen  of  the  Avengers.” 

After  that  Young  Sleuth  soon  left  the  home  of  Sandoral. 

He  proceeded  to  his  rooms. 

There  he  held  a  conversation  with  Jenkins. 

“  I  have  been  thinking  of  the  strange  case  of  Benina,  the  dumb 
girl,”  he  said. 
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•*  To  what  purpose?” 

“  ]  have  succeeded  in  recalling  something  very  like  a  precedent.” 

“  How  so?”  • 

“  1  allude  to  the  case  of  Kasper  Hauser.” 

“  Never  heard  of  him.” 

“  But  I  would  like  to  hear  about  him,”  Jenkins  added. 

“  So  vou  shall.” 

“Go  ou.” 

“You  will  hud  Hauser’s  case  briefly  iu  the  encyclopedias.  It  seems, 
just  as  Bertina  was  found  unaccountably  in  the  streets  of  New  York, 
so  Kasper  Hauser  was  fouud  wandering  one  morning  in  the  streets  of 
Nuremberg. 

“  His  was  the  case  of  a  man  who  could  not  talk  because  he  had  never 
beard  lauguage. 

“  He  had  been  brought  up  in  confinement  in  a  cellar. 

“  For  some  mysterious  reason  various  attempts  were  afterwards 
made  upou  Ins  life. 

“  The  last  of  these  attempts  succeeded. 

“  But  befcre  that  those  who  found  him  taught  him  to  talk.” 

“  Do  you  suppose  Bertiua’s  case  is  really  like  thai?” 

“  That  she  has  Deen  reared  in  confinement?” 

“Yes,  and  never  heard  language.”  * 

“1  might  have  suspected  as  much  did  she  not  readily  understand 
what  is  said  to  her.” 

“  And  were  it  not  for  the  virtual  admission  of  Bagshot.” 

“Which  indicated  he  knows  Bertina  can  talk?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  The  mystery  of  Bertinar  really  interests  me  more  than  any  point 
in  the  case.” 

“  It  is  so  with  me.” 

“  I  am  all  curiosity  to  find  out  how  that  villain  Bagshot  is  inter¬ 
woven  with  the  hidden  strauds  of  her  life.” 

“  So  am  I.” 

“  Now  I  want  to  play  a  deep  game.” 

“How  so?” 

“  I  want  to  make  Bagshot  confide  the  secret  of  Bertiua’s  life  to 
me.” 

“  How  will  you  proceed?” 

“I  shall  pretend  that  I  have  found  Bertina— or,  rather,  that  I  can 
deliver  her  to  him,  and  that  she  has  told  me  her  story.” 

“  I  3ee.” 

“  I  dare  not  attempt  thi3  too  soon,  however.” 

“No.  Too  swift  success  might  awaken  suspicion.” 

“  So  I  think.” 

“  But  I  mean  to  shadow  Bagshot.” 

“  Good!  I  fancy  you  will  find  him  spying  upon  his  friend.” 

“  Sandoval?” 

“Yes.” 

“  I  think  it  probable.” 

That  evening  Young  Sleuth,  while  on  his  way  to  the  Grand  Central 
Hotel  cleverly  disguised,  spotted  Bagshot  on  the  street. 

The  man  with  three  names  was  alone. 

He  walked  up-town. 

Aud  Young  Sleuth  shadowed  him. 

Tiie  special  soon  observed  that  the  treacherous  rascal  was  proceed¬ 
ing  in  the  direction  of  Sandoval’s  home. 

The  officer  became  intensely  interested. 

He  wondered  what  the  result  of  his  pipe  was  to  be. 

He  surmised  of  course  that  the  home  of  the  lion  tamer  wa3  the 
destination  of  Bagshot. 

At  that  hour  the  detective  knew  that  the  Animal  King  would  be  at 

the  theater.  ,  ,  ,  , 

And  Bertina  would  be  alone  in  the  apartments  of  the  man  who  had 

become  a  foster-father  to  the  mysterious  waif. 

Young  Sleuth  began  to  fear  for  the  safety  of  the  young  girl. 

He  continued  to  keep  Bagshot  in  sight. 

The  latter  went  on  and  on.  .  .  • 

At  length  he  turned  into  the  street  upou  which  the  abode  of  the 

lion  tamer  was  situated.  , 

It  was  a  small  brick  bouse. 

It  stood  alone.  . 

That  is  to  say,  there  was  a  space  on  either  side  of  it. 

The  front  of  the  house  was  dark. 

Not  a  single  light  wa3  to  be  seen  in  any  of  the  windows  looking 
upon  the  street. 

Bagshot  paused  before  the  house. 

And  he  looked  at  it  carefully. 

Young  Sleuth  drew  nearer. 

For  some  moments  the  Danite  remained  motionless. 

Then  suddenly  he  glided  along  the  eastern  side  wall. 

Abruptly  he  paused  and  saw  a  light. 

So  did  the  stealthy  shadow  behind  him. 

Ti  e  illumination  came  from  a  window. 

Bagshot  seemed  to  listen  for  a  moment  and  then  glided  on. 

He  reached  the  window  whence  the  light  came. 

There  he  paused  again. 

The  curtain  was  only  partially  drawn. 

Cautiously  Bagshot  peered  into  the  room. 

Young  Sleuth  stealthily  crept  away  in  the  shadows  opposite  Bag- 
shot;  he,  too,  was  aide  to  look  into  the  room. 

This  is  what  he  saw; 

Bertina  was  alone  in  the  room. 

Hue  sat  at  a  table. 


One  hand  supported  her  fair  head,  and  her  whole  attitude  was  one 
of  unconscious  grace. 

Beautiful  as  a  dream  she  looked. 

In  her  lovely  brown  eyes  there  was  a  far-away  look. 

The  detective  believed  she  was  thinking  of  her  own  past  life  and  of 
happier  days. 

He  looked  from  the  mysterious  girl  to  the  Danite. 

His  dark  face  wore  an  expression  of  passionate  desire. 

He  moved  stealthily  towurd  Young  Sleth. 

But  it  was  plain  to  the  latter  that  Bagshot  did  not  see  him. 

As  it  seemed  it  was  his  dangerous  habit  to  do,  the  Danite  began  to 
mutter. 

And  in  a  moment  he  was  leaning  against  the  trunk  of  a  great  tree. 

Young  Sleuth  stood  close  against  the  same  tree  on  the  opposite  side. 

“Curse  her!  I  love  her  yet!  Love  her  with  a  fierce,  consuming 
passion!  I  cannot  wait.  The  plot  of  the  masked  lady  may  fail.  I 
may  lose  her,”  the  villain  muttered. 

Young  Sleuth  heard  every  word. 

“  Yes.  The  scheme  to  take  Bertina  back  to  Utali  with  Marvan, 
otherwise  Sandoval,  may  completely  fail,”  Bagshot  went  on. 

“  Why  may  I  not  seize  her  now?  Seize  her  and  compel  her  to  be  mine. 
The  lion  tamer  is  away.  There  is  no  one  near  to  protect  her.  I  have 
my  false  key — one  I  had  mane  some  time  ago  from  an  impression  I 
took  of  the  door  of  this  house.” 

He  drew  a  key  from  his  pocket. 

Looking  at  it  exultantly,  he  added: 

“  Yes,  I’ll  do  it.  I’ll  surprise  her,  strangfe  her  and  carry  her  away. 
I  have  a  secure  retreat.  Once  let  me  get  her  there,  and  I  defy  the 
police  and  even  Young  Sleuth,  whom  I  have  deceived.” 

He  moved  away. 

Young  Sleuth  saw  him  go  to  the  front  dcor. 

Then  he  acted  swiftly,  and  to  good  purpose,  as  we  shall  presently 
see. 

Having  reached  the  front  door,  Bagshot  thrust  his  false  key  care¬ 
fully  into  the  lock. 

He  made  no  noise. 

Cautiously  he  turned  the  key. 

The  bolt-lock  yielded. 

In  another  moment  he  silently  opened  the  dcor. 

Like  a  shadow  he  glided  into  the  house. 

He  found  himself  in  a  dark  hall. 

Through  it  he  advanced  toward  the  room  in  which  he  had  seen 
Bertina. 

The  door  was  covered  with  heavy  carpet. 

It  gave  forth  no  sound  under  ins  feet. 

He  arrived  at  the  door  of  the  room  occupied  by  the  mysterious  girl. 

Suddenly  he  dashed  the  portal  open. 

And  he  meant  to  bound  forward  and  seize  the  unprotected  girl  be¬ 
fore  she  could  utter  a  single  cry. 

But  he  paused  upon  the  threshold  as  abruptly  as  if  he  had  been 
shot. 

He  saw  what  astonished  him. 

Behind  a  table,  in  the  center  of  the  room,  stood  the  dumb  girl. 

She  held  a  leveled  revolver  in  her  hand,  and  as  he  appeared  the  girl 
took  aim  at  him. 

Her  eyes  flashed  ominously. 

No  word  passed  her  silent  lips,  but  there  was  that  in  the  expression 
of  her  pale,  beautiful  face,  that  told  him  it  was  death  to  him  to  ad¬ 
vance  a  single  step. 


CHAPTER  XL 

A  BAFFLED  VILLAIN— THE  LION-GUARDED  ROOM. 

The  baffled  villain  stood  enthralled. 

Still  keeping  the  weapon  leveled  at  his  heart,  Bertina  motioned  for 
him  to  go. 

“  Curse  you!”  he  hissed.  “  Y'ou’ve  got  the  drop  on  me  and  I  must 
obey.  But  this  makes  one  more  debt  you  will  have  to  pay  me  with  in¬ 
terest  yet.” 

He  retreated  and  dashed  out  of  the  house. 

“  She  would  have  fired — she  would  have  shot  me  down,  if  I  had  ad¬ 
vanced.  The  tiger  cat!  She  taught  me  a  lesson  when  she  stabbed  me 
that  night,”  he  muttered. 

He  hastened  away. 

Evidently  he  concluded  the  dumb  girl  could  not  be  taken  by  sur¬ 
prise  that  night. 

But  lie  muttered  further  to  himself  in  a  troubled  way,  as  he  went  on: 

“  How  did  she  know  I  was  coming?  How  came  it  she  was  prepared 
for  me? 

“  I  can’t  make  it  out. 

“  She  did  not  look  as  if  she  anticipated  any  danger  when  I  left  the 
window. 

“  Then,  too,  I  am  sure  she  did  not  see  me. 

“  There  was  no  one  near.” 

The  rascal  was  sorely  perplexed. 

He  could  not  satisfactorily  explain  what  had  taken  place. 

Yuung  Sleuth  could  have  done  that. 

Bertina  owed  her  presevation  to  the  young  special. 

No  sooner  had  Bagshot  left  the  great  tree  and  glided  away  to  the 
front  door  than  the  detective  moved. 

In  a  moment  he  reached  tlio  window. 

Then  he  tapped  gently. 

Bertina  heard  him  and  looked  up. 

And  she  saw  the  face  of  tlio  special 
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lie  glanced  In  at  the  window. 

The  dumb  girl  recognized  him. 
lie  signaled  her. 

She  approached  and  opened  the  window. 

“  Take  this!”  said  Young  Sleuth. 

He  handed  her  a  revolver. 

She  hesitated. 

You  will  need  the  weapon.  In  a  moment  a  man  will  enter  the 
room  lo  surprise  you.  lie  is  Daniel  Lee,”  said  Young  Sleuth, 
lie  spoke  in  a  whisper. 

But  lie  knew  she  heard  and  understood. 

Like  a  Hash  her  small  hand  closed  upon  the  weapon  he  tendered 
licr* 

At  the  mention  of  the  name  Daniel  Lee  she  started. 

And  she  turned  pale  as  death. 

The  detective  saw  her  tremble. 

He  knew  then  that  she  stood  in  deadly  fear  of  the  Danite. 

And  he  was  more  than  ever  sure  that  the  villain  was  concerned  in 
■the  dark  mystery  of  the  fair  sphynx. 

“  Listen,”  continued  the  detective,  when  she  had  accepted  his  re- 

vol  v^r# 

<«  when  Lee  enters,  do  you  cover  him.  Y"ou  understand?” 

She  bowed. 

Then  she  closed  the  window. 

Gliding  behind  the  table  she  stood  there. 

And  she  leveled  the  detective’s  revolver  at  the  door. 

We  have  seen  what  ensued. 

Crouching  at  the  window  and  peering  through  a  hole  in  the  curtain 
Young  Sleuth  saw  all. 

He  had  purposely  given  Bagshot  the  name  by  which  he  had  been 
known  among  the  Mormons  when  he  warned  Bertina.  * 

Clearly  she  had  recognized  the  name. 

From  that  it  seemed  to  Young  Sleuth  that  the  girl  must  have  known 
Bagshot  among  the  people  who  called  him  Daniel  Lee. 

He  saw  the  Danite  hasten  away. 

Then  he  was  joined  at  the  window  by  the  dumb  girl. 

She  opened  the  portal. 

And  gave  him  her  hand,  while  she  looked  at  him  with  an  expres¬ 
sion  of  gratitude  which  spoke  to  his  heart  more  eloquently  than 
words. 

He  pressed  her  hand. 

And  he  said: 

“  I  promised  Sandoval  I  would  do  all  in  my  power  to  protect  you, 
and  I  have  kept  my  word.” 

She  returned  the  pressure  of  his  head. 

Thus  she  signified  that  she  appreciated  his  noble  conduct. 

“  You  knew  that  man— that  Daniel  Lee,  in  your  old  life?”  he  asked. 
She  shuddered. 

44  He  is  your  enemy.  I  know  that,  but  I  wish  I  could  learn  all  about 
wiiy  it  is  so.” 

She  shook  her  h«ad. 

Whether  this  meant  she  could  not  or  would  not  tell  him,  he  knew 
not. 

“  Do  you  fear  he  will  return?” 

She  looked  her  answer. 

1  44  Then  I  will  remain  with  you  until  Sandoval  comes  home.” 

She  nodded  approval. 

“I  will  go  to  the  street  door  and  enter,  for  I  am  sure  the  villain 
left  it  unlocked,”  he  added. 

He  hastened  away. 

In  a  moment  he  entered  the  presence  of  Bertina. 

There  he  remained  for  two  hours. 

At  the  expiration  of  that  time  the  lion  tamer  returned. 

44  You  here?”  exclaimed  Sandoval  in  surprise  as  he  entered. 

“  As  you  see.” 

“  How  comes  it  you  are  here?” 

“I’ve  been  on  the  trail  to-night.” 

41  Of  my  foes?” 

“  Yes.  And  I  shadowed  Bagshot  here.” 

“Ha!  And  Bertina  was  alone?” 

44  Yes.” 

44  What  followed?” 

Young  Sleuth  told  Sandoval  all. 

44  Bravely  done,”  exclaimed  the  latter  when  the  explanation  was 
fully  made. 

44  You  see  you  must  guard  Bertina  closely.” 

44  Yes,  and  I  shall.  She  will  have  strange  but  fierce  guards  soon.” 
44  What  do  you  mean?” 

44  To-morrow  night  my  engagement  at  the  theater  ends.” 

44  Indeed!” 

44  Yes,  and  then  I  shall  bring  my  fierce,  trained  pets— my  den  of 
performing  lions — home.” 

44  Do  you  keep  the  lions  here?*’ 

44  Yes,  when  I  am  not  engaged.” 

44  You  must  have  a  secure  cage  for  tho  fierce  animals?’.’ 

44  Yes.  Come  with  me  and  I  will  show  you  the  quarters  in  which  I 
keep  the  lions.” 

44  Lead  on.” 

Sandoval  proceeded  through  a  rear  door. 

Young  Sleuth  followed, 
f  Along  a  pannage  went  Sandoval. 

At  the  end  of  it  there  was  a  door  crossed  by  iron  bars  like  the  front 
of  an  animal  cnge. 

44  Look  through  the  bars!”  directed  Sandoval. 
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The  detective  ,did  so. 

44  What  do  you  see?” 

44  A  large  room,  the  walls  of  which  are  plated  with  sheet  iron.” 

44  And  there  is  one  grated  window?” 

44  Yes,  high  up  in  the  side  wall.” 

44  You  notice,  too,  the  great  cage  is  divided  into  two  compart¬ 
ments.” 

44 1  do.” 

44  One  compartment  is  large,  the  other  is  small,  and  occupies  the 
end  of  the  cage  opposite  the  door.” 

44  Yes.” 

44  In  the  rear  wall  of  the  cage  opposite  this  door  fs  anotiier  door?” 
44 1  see  it.” 

44  Look  here.” 

Sandoval  worked  a  spring. 

Then  the  grated  door  tlew  open. 

“Follow  me!”  continued  trie  lion  tamer. 

He  entered  the  small  compartment  of  the  cage. 

Then  he  passedjto  the  door  in  the  rear  wall  after  closiug  the  grated 
door  behind  him. 

Young  Sleuth  still  followed. 

Sandoval  opened  the  rear  door. 

The  detective" looked  through  it. 

He  saw  a  neat,  well  ventilated  sleeping  room. 

“  Now  you  can  understand  how  I  meant  that  in  case  of  need  Ber¬ 
tina  would  have  fierce  but  faithful  guards.” 

“The  lions?” 

44  Yes.” 

44  YY>u  see,  they  are  kept  in  the  large  compartment  of  the  cage.” 

44  Just  so.” 

44  The  smaller  compartment  formsja  passageway  to  reach  this  room.” 
44 1  see.” 

“Bertina  can  flee  to  this  apartment  in  case  of  need,  and  she  lias 
only  to  touch  this  spring  in  the  wall  beside  the  door  of  the  sleeping 
room,  to  spring  a  door  in  the  grating,  which  divides  the  small  com¬ 
partment  from  the  lions.  Then  the  tierce  beasts— tierce  to  all  but  me 
who  raised  them  from  cubs— can  enter  the  small  compartment.” 

“  And  to  reach  Bertina  a  foe  must  pass  through  the  den  of  lions?” 
“’Yes.” 

44  Admirably  planned.” 

44 1  constructed  the  den  for  my  own  safety. 

“  For  a  long  time  the  lions  were  my  guards  at  nighL  I  slept  in 
the  room  which  can  only  be  reached  by  passing  through  the  smaller 
compartment  of  the  den.” 

“  Well,  from  this  time  I  should  advise  that  Bertina  occupy  the  room 
behind  the  lions’  den  at  night.” 

44  So  she  shall.” 

44  Bagshot  may  make  another  attempt.” 

“  To  abduct  her?” 

“Yes.” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  SECRET  WARNING  OF  THE  SERPENT  HISS. 

Sandoval  led  the  way  back  to  the  room  in  which  they  bad  left  Ber¬ 
tina. 

He  made  the  dumb  girl  understand  by  means  of  signs  that  he  de¬ 
sired  to  converse  with  the  detective  alone. 

Bertina  retired,  and  Sandoval  said: 

“I  can  scarcely  repress  the  strong  desire  I  have  to  call  Bagshot,  or 
Lee,  or  Tbyle,  or  by  whichever  name  you  may  chose  to  designate.him, 
to  account  at  once.” 

44  You  must  not  do  that.” 

44  Very  well;  I  trust  my  case  in  your  hands.”" 

“I  must  have  more  time  to  bring  it  to  a  successful  issue,  and  solve 
the  mystery  of  Bertina’s  life.” 

44  You  shall  have  all  the  time  you  want.” 

“  Suppose  I  should  fail— though,  mind  you,  I  am  sure  of  success?” 

“  Then,  as  I  live,  I’ll  force  Bagshot  to  reveal  the  truth  about  Berti¬ 
na,  or  I  will  kill  him.” 

Young  Sleuth  replied  by  telling  Sandoval  about  the  game  of  con¬ 
fidence  he  meant  to  work  to  induce  Bagshot  to  give  him  the  story  of 
Bertina. 

“Good!”  said  the  lion  tamer. 

And  he  added: 

44  You  will  let  me  know  at  onde  if  vou  succeed?” 

44 1  will.” 

A  little  later  Young  Sleuth  left  the  house. 

Two  days  elapsed,  during  which  the  detective  ana  Jenkins  played  a 
waiting  game. 

*■  On  the  evening  of  the  third  day,  after  the  occurrence  of  the  incidents 
at  the  home  of  the  lion  tamer.  Young  Sleuth  said  to  Jenkins: 

“Now  the  time  has  come  to  work  my  ruse  ou  Bagshot.” 

“Yes.” 

44  Then  you  will  call  on  him?” 

44 1  will,  to-night.” 

44  Good  luck!” 

44  That’s  what  I  hope  for.” 

Half  an  hour  later  Young  Sleuth  left  his  rooms. 

He  proceeded  to  the  Grand  Central. 

He  was  shown  up  to  Bagshot’s  room. 

The  Danite  received  him. 

And  tie  hastened  to  say: 

“  I  hope  you  have  brought  me  news?" 
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“  l  have.’* 

44  Excellent!” 

“You  see  1  spotted  a  man  who  resembled  the  photo.” 

"  Where  is  he  now?-’ 

“  I  don’t  know.” 

“  Uow  is  that?” 

“Ttie  fellow  cunningly  eluded  me  when  I  was  following  him.” 

“  What  did  you  learn?” 

“  There  was  a  young  girl  with  him.” 

“Ah!” 

44  Marvan  called  her  Bertina.” 

“  So  you  thought  be  was  Marvan!” 

“  Yes.  But  the  girl  called  him  Sandoval.” 

“  That  is  a  name  he  has  assumed — I  think.” 

“  Probably.” 

“  Go  on  with  your  report.” 

“  I  followed  the  girl  and  the  man  on  the  street  and  listened  to  their 
conversation.” 

“  Well?” 

“  The  girl  called  Bertina  was  telling  the  man  she  called  Sandoval 
the  story  of  her  past  life.  I  hearo  all.  Bagshot,  if  she  spoke  tyie 
truth,  you  must  explain  away  her  evidence  of  your  conduct.” 

“  1  forewarned  you  to  believe  nothing  the  girl  might  say.” 

“  I  know  that.  But  I  did  not  dream  that  she  would  tell  such  a 
strange  and  seemingly  true  story.” 

“  I  see  you  have  been  taken  in.” 

“  Perhaps.” 

“  It  must  be  so.  Bertina  Merton  told  the  man  who  had  befriended 
her’ the  story  you  overheard  in  order  to  win  his  sympathy.” 

“  That  may  be.” 

“1  think  I  know  the  yarn.  The  desperate  girl  has  deceived  other 
people  with’it  before.  And  I  maj'  as  well  tell  you  the  story,  so  you 
will  see  she'bas  usedjthe  same  tale  she  concocted  before.” 

At  hearing  this  Young  Sleuth  was  simply  delighted. 

It  seemed  the  Danite  was  about  to  walk  into  the  trap  and  reveal 
the  real  history  of  the  dumb  girl. 

But  before  Bagshot  could  say  another  word,  an  inexplicable  and 
mysterious  occurrence  took  place. 

A  hissing  sound — like  that  of  a  serpent— suddenly  came  from  be¬ 
yond  the  closed  door. 

To  the  utter  amazement  and  mystification  of  YouDg  Sleuth  Bagshot 
gave  a  tremendous  start. 

And  he  turned  pale. 

“  Excuse  me,”  he  said.  “  But  on  second  thought  I  have  decided 
not  to  relate  the  story  which  I  know  Bertina  tells.” 

“  As  you  will.” 

“  On  the  contrary,  I  request  that  you  repeat  to  me  the  story  which 
you  overheard  the  girl  repeat  to  the  man  you  took  for  Maryan.” 

The  eyes  of  Bagshot  glittered.  , 

Tner?  was  a  look  of  triumph  and  menace  in  his  orbs. 

The  detective  felt  he  was  on  dangerous  ground. 

It  occurred  to  him  the  hissing  sound  from  beyond  the  closed  door 
was  a  signal. 

He  suspected  there  was  some  one  without  who  had  made  the 
sound. 

Perhaps  it  was  a  signal  of  the  Danites  to  warn  a  brother  of  a  spy. 

Young  Sleuth  determined  to  test  his  suspicion. 

“Come  in!”  lie  cried,  suddenly  wheeling  to  the  door  and  opening  it. 

There  was  no  one  there. 

“  I  thought  I  heard  some  one,”  said  Young  Sleuth  to  Bagshot,  as 
he  closed  the  dooi  again. 

“  I  heard  no  one.” 

“  Well,  I  suppose  1  was  mistaken.” 

“  Of  course.  But  the  story,  you  heard  Bertina  tell  the  man  she 
called  Sandoval?”  ' 

“  Oh,  yes,  you  shall  have  it,”  replied  the  wonderful  detective, 

calmly.  I 

He  did  not  mean  to  be  beaten  in  a  game  of  wits. 

He  knew  enongh  jof  Bertina’s  case  to  conjecture  pretty  certainly 
that  the  dumb  girl  had  been  cruelly  treated.  That  she  had  been  in 
Bagshot  3  power.  He  imagined  other  points-J 

Se  he  said  boldly : 

“  In  substance,  the  story  Bertina  told  amounted  to  this:  She  had 
been  abducted  from  her  home;  she  had  been  in  your  power;  you 
treated  her  with  cruelty;  you  p’aced  her  in  danger  of  something  she 
dreaded  more  than  death;* sue escaped'from  yon  and  fell  in  with  Sando¬ 
val;  her  home  was  unhappy;  she  cared  not  to  return;  she  feared  to, 
indeed.” 

Young  Sleath  paused. 

He  had  watched  the  face  of  Bagshot  while  be  spoke. 

But  the  fellow  was  on  his  guard. 

He  maintained  a  stolid  look. 

From  his  expression  the  officer  could  not  tell  whether  he  had  hit 

upon  the  truth  oi  not.  ... 

“  Very  good.  If  you  are  to  continne  in  the  service  of  the  party  for 

whom  I  am  acting  you  must  not  credit  that  yarn.” 

“  Certainly  not,  if  you  assure  me  it  is  net  true.” 

“  I  do  so  assure  you.” 

44  Very  well,  then.” 

“  Try  to  strike  the  trail  of  the  assassin  and  his  girl  accomplice  again 
as  toon  as  possible.” 

“  I  will,” 

“  Have  you  anything  further  to  report?” 

44  N#.” 


“Then  you  must  excuse  me.  I  have  an  engagement  at  this  honr.” 
“  Certainly.” 

A  few  moments  later  Young  Sleuth  was  upon  the  street. 

He  did  not  like  the  turn  tilings  were  taking. 

That  evening  he  held  a  consultation  as  usual  with  Jenkins. 

First  he  related  what  hud  taken  place  at  the  room  of  Bagshot. 

Then  he  said: 

“  What  do  you  make  of  it  all?” 

“  Mon  Dieul  It  seems  to  me  the  Danites  are  sharper  than  you 
thought. ” 

“Then  you  think  the  masked  lady  has  set  a  spy  after  me?” 

“  Yes.  To  make  sure  you  were  really  working  in  the  interest  of  the 
Avengers.” 

“  Such  i3  my  suspicion.” 

“  I  take  it  the  spy  must  have  learned  you  were  playing  a  double 
game.” 

“  Working  for  Marvan?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  And,”  continued  Jenkins,  “I  believe  a  spy  tracked  you  to  Bag- 
shot’s  room  and  uttered  the  hissing  sound  which  you  heard  there.” 

“  As  a  secret  warning  to  the  Danite?” 

“  Yes,  as  a  warning  to  him  to  confide  nothing  to  you.” 

“  I  am  inclined  to  agree  with  you.” 

“I  think  it  is  important  you  should  know  positively  if  the  Danites 
have  discovered  you  are  really  the  friend  of  the  man  they  have  en¬ 
gaged  you  to  find  and  arrest.” 

“  Tliat’s  so.” 

“  And  I’ll  find  out  to-morrow.” 

“  How  will  you  proceed?” 

“In  the  character  of  Bragg — the  Danite — I  shall  return  to  th« 
house  in  which  the  masked  lady  assembled  the  Avengers.” 

“Good!”  cried  Jenkins. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

STRUCK  DOWN! 

The  following  afternoon  Young  Sleuth  carefully  made  up  once  more 
to  personate  Bragg,  the  Danite. 

He  then  proceeded  to  the  house  in  which  he  had  witnessed  the  meet¬ 
ing  of  the  desperate  league,  presided  over  by  the  masked  lady. 

He  was  admitted  bv  tne  ruffian  called  Dyke. 

The  latter  said  gruffly: 

“  How  are  ye,  Bragg?  Got  back  from  Buffalo  all  safe,  eh?” 

“  Yes.  How  are  things  here?” 

“  Not  altogether  right,  I  fancy.” 

“  How  is  that?” 

“  1  don’t  want  to  say.” 

“  Why  not?” 

“  If  the  Danite  queen  wants  you  to  know  what’s  gone  wrong,  she’ll 
tell  you  herself.”  , 

“  Well,  I  don’t  doubt  she’ll  confide  everything  to  me.” 

“  Perhaps.” 

“Here’s  the  queen  now.” 

As  Dyke  spoke,  the  inspector’s  favorite  young  officer  turned. 

He  heard  light  footsteps  on  the  stairs. 

And  he  saw  the  masked  lady  descending. 

“  Ah,  I  am  glad  you  have  returned,  Bragg!”  cried  the  masked 
female. 

“  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  Queen  Judith.” 

“  Step  into  the  library,  Bragg.” 

“  Certainly.” 

The  masked  lady  led  the  way  from  the  hall  through  a  side  door. 

The  diRguised  detective  followed. 

The  Queen  of  the  Avengers  closed  the  door. 

“  Now  I  have  something  important  to  say  to  you,”  she  began. 

“Yes,  Queen  Judith.” 

“  You  were  fully  in  my  confidence  regarding  my  plot  to  have 
Donald  Marvan  arrested  on  the  charge  of  murder,  then  get  him  ex¬ 
tradited  and  take  him  back  to  Utah?” 

“  Y'es.” 

“  You  know,  too,  that  through  Daniel  Lee,  known  here  as  Richard 
Bagshot,  I  engaged  Young  Sleuth,  the  detective?” 

“  Yes,  to  find  Marvau.” 

“  And  arrest  him?” 

“  Precisely.” 

“  Well,  Bagshot  seemed  to  think  at  the  outset  that  I  had  made  a 
mistake  in  selecting  Young  Sleuth  as  the  detective  I  meant  to  make 
use  of,  as  a  tool,  to  blind  the  eyes  of  the  law.” 

“  Yes,  I  remember;  you  told  me  something  of  this,  I  believe.” 

“  Now,  in  order  to  make  sure  that  Young  Sleuth  did  not  play  me 
false  after  Bagshot  made  a  bargain  with  the  young  special,  I  set  one 
of  our  band— Marks,  the  spy  of  the  Avengers  in  Salt  Lake  City — to 
watch  Young  Sleuih.” 

“  Indeed,  I  think  that  was  a  wise  precaution.” 

“  So  the  result  proved.” 

“  How  so?” 

“  Marks  made  great  discoveries.” 

“  What  are  they?” 

“  Ho  shadowed  Young  Sleuth.” 

“  Yes.” 

“  In  that  way  Marks  learned  the  detective  was  on  friendly  terms 
with  a  man  known  in  the  East  as  Sandoval,  a  lion  turner.” 

“  Ah,  and  what  more?” 
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“  At  first  Murks,  who  did  not  personally  know  Donald  Marvan  in 
Utah,  did  not  suspect  the  identity  of  the  man  called  Sandoval.” 

“  No.” 

"  But  later  he  overheard  a  thrilling  conversation.” 

*'  Between  the  detective  and  Sandoval?” 

"  Yes.” 

“  What  was  the  nature  of  the  talk?” 

“  From  it  Marks  gleaned  the  alarming  information  that  Sandoval 
was  really  Donald  Marvan!” 

“  11a!  Then  the  man  we  have  marked  for  vengeance  is  warned?” 

“  Yes,  and  the  detective  who  played  me  false.” 

“  The  arch  nruitor!” 

Young  Sleuth  threw  an  intonation  of  intense  anger  into  his  tone. 

“  Yres,  the  rascally  detective  has  betrayed  us,  but  the  deed  shall 
cost  him  his  life!” 

"  How  will  you  proceed  to  ‘  cut  him  oft  ’?” 

"  He  will  he  followed  by  Marks,  until  the  appointed  slayer  gets  a 
chance  to  make  way  with  him,  under  circumstances  of  the  utmost 
secrecy.”  __  . 

“  A  good  plan.” 

“  And  now,  since  Marvan  is  fully  informed  of  my  presence  here  in 
New  York,  we  must  change  our  plans.  Otherwise  Young  Sleuth  will 
defeat  us  while  pretending  to  work  for  us.” 

“  Then  you  will  not  have  Marvan  arrested  on  the  charge  of  murder, 
committed  in  Utah?” 

"No.” 

"What  then?” 

"  Marvan  and  the  girl  with  him  shall  be  secretly  kidnapped.” 

"Ha!  a  bold  plan.” 

"Yes.  And  instead  of  taking  the  slayer  of  my  promised  husband 
back  to  Utah  as  we  planned,  we  will  slay  him  here.” 

"  But  the  secret!” 

"  Of  the  hidden  treasure  of  the  Danites?” 

"  Yes.” 

"  Once  in  our  power  the  secret  shall  be  extorted  from  Marvan 
here.” 

"And  the  girl  who  is  with  Marvan?” 

"She  shall  be  delivered  up  to  Bagshot.” 

‘•Well  planned.  But  are  you  sure  we  can  succeed?” 

"I  am  reasonably  certain  we  can.” 

"  Marks  deserves  great  credit.” 

"So  he  does.  But  for  him  Bagshot  would  have  been  betrayed  into 
a  revelation.” 

"  Ah  r 

,  "  You  see,  at  a  timely  moment,  Marks,  who  had  shadowed  Young 

Slealh  to  Bagshot’s  room,  uttered  the  signal  of  the  serpent  hiss  and 
fled.” 

"  Well  done,  indeed!” 

"  1  have  decided  to  lose  no  time.” 

"  In  Marvan’s  case?” 

"  Certainly.  To-morrow  night  the  wnole  band  of  my  chosen  men 
from  Utah  will  surprise  Marvan  and  the  girl  and  capture  them.” 

"  Then  Marks  has  located  them?” 

"  Yes.  He  did  so  by  shadowing  Young  Sleuth.” 

"You  will  go  with  the  band,  of  course,”  added  the  masked  lady. 

"Certainly — I  am  ready  and  willing  to  do  so.” 

And  while  he  spoke  there  was  a  great  dread  in  his  heart  lest  Marks, 
the  cunning  shadower  of  the  avengers,  had  tracked  .him  from  his  rooms 
and  might  at  any  moment  appear  at  the  house  and  denounce  him. 

"  The  band  will  leave  here  at  ten  to-morrow  night.” 

"  For  Marvan’s  home?” 

"  Yes.” 

There  was  some  further  talk. 

Then  the  maskeu  lady  signified  that  the  interview  was  at  an  eud. 

And  the  disguised  detective  passed  out  of  the  room. 

Not  long  after  that  he  was  directed  by  the  masked  lady  to  go  out 
and  make  some  purchases. 

He  gladly  left  the  house  of  the  Mormon  avengers. 

And  he  hastened  to  Jenkins. 

To  the  Frenchman  lie  related  all. 

And  he  directed  the  latter  to  lose  no  time  in  warning  Sandoval  of 
the  approaching  peril. 

Then  he  returned  to  the  house  of  the  Danites. 

Jenkins  was  greatly  alarmed. 

He  feared  Marks,  the  Danite,  might  have  dropped  to  the  secret  that 
Young  Sleuth  was  personating  Bragg. 

So,  without  sajing  a  word  about  his  intentions  to  bis  young  mas¬ 
ter,  be  shadowed  him  when  the  latter  set  out  to  return  to  the  house  of 
the  avengers. 

Meantime,  Marks,  who  had  been  absent  from  the  house  when  Young 
Sleuth  re-appeared  there,  had  returned. 

The  spy  was  greatly  excited. 

He  called  for  the  masked  lady. 

She  received  him  in  the  library. 

"  We  have  been  duped.  Bragg  is  a  prisoner  in  a  police  station,” 
be  cried. 

"  How  do  you  know?” 

"  I  have  seen  him.” 

"When?” 

"  An  hour  ago.” 

"  Impossible!  At  that  time  Bragg  was  here,  ne  has  returned  from 
Buflalo.” 

"The  man  you  took  for  Bragg  was  Young  Sleuth.” 

"  Heavens!”  exclaimed  the  masked  woman. 


"  It  is  so.  I  saw  Bragg  at  a  grated  window  of  the  police  station. 
He  told  me  how  lie  came  iliere.  He  lias  been  a  prisoner  there  ever 
since  Bagshot  took  the  oath  anew.” 

"  Tell  me  all.” 

Bragg  had  explained  to  Marks  how  he  had  been  knocked  senselea.* 
and  robbed  of  his  Clothes,  and  then  laken  to  the  police  station. 

Marks  told  the  whole  story  to  the  Queen  of  the  Avengers. 

"  We  will  beat  the  treacherous  detective  yeti”  the  desperate  woman 
cried. 

"  How?” 

"In  the  disguise  of  Bragg  he  has  just  gone  out*” 

"  Will  he  return?” 

"  I  think  so.” 

"  And  then?” 

"  We  will  secure  him.” 

"  Good!  Let  us  prepare  for  the  capture.” 

"  We  will  do  so.” 

Then  the  masked  lady  called  all  the  band  together. 

And  she  made  known  to  them  the  startling  news  whi«h  Marks  had 
brought. 

A  trap  was  set  for  Young  Sleuth. 

Meantime  he  was  approaching  the  house. 

Presently  lie  reached  it  and  rang  the  bell. 

Dyke  opened  the  door. 

The  next  moment  lie  fell  under  a  terrible  blow  from  the  butt  of  a 
clubbed  revolver  in  Dyke’s  hand. 

The  Danite  slammed  the  door,  and  like  a  pack  of  human  wolves  tho 
Avengers  thronged  into  the  hall  and  surrounded  the  detective  as  he 
lay  insensible  where  lie  had  fallen  at  Dyke’s  feet. 

"  We  triumph  now!”  cried  the  Queen  of  the  Avengers. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

CONCLUSION. 

"To  the  cellar  with  him!”  added  the  masked  lady. 

"  He  is  not  dead.  Shall  I  not  finish  him  before  we  bury  his  body- 
in  the  cellar?’*  asked  Dyke. 

And  he  placed  the  muzzle  of  his  weapon  at  the  head  of  Young 
Sleuth,  and  only  waited  for  a  single  word  from  the  masked  lady  to 
blow  his  brains  out. 

"No.” 

"  Why  not?” 

"  Because  I  want  him  to  write  au  order  for  the  release  of  Bragg  be¬ 
fore  we  slay  him.” 

"Right!”  4 

Dyke  put  up  bis  weapon. 

"Judith  Hickman,  the  Danite  Quean,  never  goes  back  on  a  brother! 
The  detective  must  be  compelled  to  get  Bragg  set  free.” 

All  assented. 

-  Then  the  unconscious  young  officer  was  carried  down  to  the  cellar. 

The  Danites  placed  him  in  a  small  room  there. 

Then  they  went  out. 

And  they  locked  and  bolted  the  door. 

The  detective  was  left  alone  in  the  darkness. 

Meantime,  Jenkins  had  followed  Young  Sleuth  all  the  way  to  the 
house  of  the  Danites. 

As  Dyke  had  not  closed  the  hall  door  when  he  struck  Y’ouug  Sleuth 
down  the  Frenchman  witnessed  that  dastardly  deed. 

Instantly  when  the  door  closed  Jenkins  reached  it. 

With  his  ear  at  the  keyhole  lie  listened. 

And  he  heard  all. 

Then  he  glided  away. 

"  Mon  Dieu\  I  atn  rejoiced  that  the  cowardly  blow  did  not  kill  my 
young  master.  Now  I  know  he  lives  and  is  imprisoned  in  the  cellar 
of  that  house.” 

Jenkin3  might  have  brought  the  police  and  raided  the  place. 

But  lie  decided  not  to  do  so. 

He  feared  the  Danites  would  murder  Y'oung  Sleuth  before  the  police 
could  reach  him  if  an  open  attempt  at  his  rescue  was  made. 

The  cunning  Frenchman  had  a  scheme  of  his  own  in  his  mind. 

And  it  may  well  be  supposed  he  meant  to  rescue  Young  Sleuth. 

He  proceeded  to  the  house  of  the  lion  tamer. 

Sandoval  met  him  at  the  door. 

Jenkins  hastened  to  tell  the  man  the  Avengers  had  doomed  of  the 
plan  Young  Sleuth  had  learned. 

"  I  shall  try  to  be  prepared  for  them,”  said  the  animal  man. 

That  night,  after  his  final  appearance  at  the  theater,  the  Animal 
King  had  his  lions— four  splendid  full-grown  African  beasts— convey¬ 
ed  to  the  great  room-cage  in  his  own  house. 

When  the  hour  of  midnight  had  passed  Jenkins,  completely  dl3* 
guised  and  provided  with  a  burglar’s  kit,  approached  the  house  of  the 
Avengers. 

Siugle  handed  and  alone  he  meant  to  rescue  Young  Sleuth. 

Silently  as  a  shadow  he  reached  the  basement  door 

Then  he  listen  ad  for  a  moment,  and  then  he  set  to  work  to  pick  the 
lock. 

The  task  did  not  take  him  long. 

Presently  he  noiselessly  opened  the  door. 

He  wore  felt  shoes.  He  slipped  inside. 

Still  no  sound  marked  his  movements. 

Showing  a  faint  light  from  a  masked  lantern,  he  began  the  search 
for  Young  Sleuth. 

He  found  the  door  of  the  room  iu  the  cellar  lu  which  Young  Sleuth 

was  confiued. 
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The  ne«  fettle  r°U,'S  Slealb  were  3afa'y  out  of  the  house. 

.f  «?  ^  -> 

1*  l.v,  to  khluap  Sandoval  ami  Bertina  “  H,ckraaD-  “le  masked 

The  night  came  on  dark  and  gloomy. 

where  Bagshot  had  attempted^a!  sur nris^Ber  8<lt  alone  in  tbo  room 
iau  for  the  coming  of  the  Dauites,  the  whip-like^X?!  pUtoTrLng 

«ghtl'l“Uthe<:r"on,d  thr0USh  tbe  wia<iow  a“d  extinguished  the  only 

<C. lhe  Si,me  m°ment  there  C“"’e  a  ‘fetneudous  crash  at  the  street 
Sandoval  had  secured  it  with  heavy  bolts 

hands  beeD  br0ken  d0WU  by  a  heavy  timber  in  the 

They  dashed  into  the  house. 

be  here  with  ^h^oHcebefore0  the  5  US!,  He  rjromiae^  to 

hand  and  half  dragging  her  wi!h  him?110"’  b°ldlIlg  Bertlna  by  the 

lions’  cage, 'throug^w^dch0 they °mustlna<^?riialler  COmpart,nent  of  tbe 

Danites  pounced  upon  Sandoval.  1  P  l°  gaiU  tbe  rear  rooru>  tbe 

Flee!  Idee!”  shouted  the  lion  tamer  to  Bertim 
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The  door  fell. 
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door  Of  ts  ‘he 

“fTi,“^by  tb6  oFtb^r^tern,. 

Out  into  the  night  fled  the  Danites? 

After  them  charged  the  lions. 


cracldng  of  revolvers  hwere^mariT  V°iCC8  e"u“““S  commands  and  tbe 

just"6s7he  DanL°“nffedSle  He  “baXe”'*"  a  ■*!?■*  for“  Police 
commanded  the  Danites  to  surrender  Ther”^0 ,abJ.y  deta,ned*  He 
two  of  them  had  fallen  the  rest  fiMrn’,ui  b°y  sboweil  light.  But  when 

and  hurried  to  prison.  There  was  a  <rr«  Y ?•  '  ,T  iey  Were  bandcuffed 

assisted  by  Sandoval  the  four  lions  were  flVX  i°-nt  tl,?’t  nig,lt‘  Bu£ 
house  and  captured.  8  Were  b  a  driven  into  an  empty 

at  an^Miy  honr.day  loi,,ls  SleuLb  Wa8  ^  the  home  of  the  lion  king 

iv3r feL 

lice.  ouse  or  tbe  Danites,  accompanied  by  the  po- 

masked  lady  had  dufled  bfm^'  116  lbei1  Came  t0  tel1  Sandoval  the 

“  Mo«U  fe'T  8?  wl,en  Je,lliins  nished  in. 

the  agb^ere  ,aft  0f  ‘"e  Diluites  Kll°  was  killed  in 

turned  out  to  be  the  Tnaked' ladv°j7i?Ntha  ti“  it0  u,e  morgue,  has 
mao!”  announced  Jenkins.  y’  Ju  b  Hickman,  disguised  as  a 

you.  But  you'know'  it  contained'The  °P®!’  tbe  eo?letl  P»ckage  I  gave 

w”rtfiasr^r TexaE  •”  1 I!ickn,an  was 

at  hist.  l°  tb6  8Urpri80  “d  deliSht  of  all,  tbe  seeming  dumb  girl  spoke 

not  basefas'lV^l'earimd'to'tiiinkhnn1  J'°U  bare  !’mvm  ‘>«“  you  are 
and  noble,  I  will  teil  you  ail  nnil  'pvnr611  l\ere:  t"11  ‘hat  y011  are  true 
dumb,  for  it  was  a  pretense.’  P  Wby  1  bave  l)retended  to  be 

guardfanawborPmade  mv  lI'S  },msa^ ,int0  ‘he  hands  of  a  cruel 

“‘"ullto’preSof  nils' ^,0t’  ^  ho'nfe’was’bi^ou^bm'^Utal!!’6  ‘° 

coyedme  to  New  York.  ’  ThfnTdi^vSSdhtepohrp^1  B°S8b0t  de- 
stabbed  Bagshot^iQ1  self-defense  td  {H?  «»  street  I 

cruel  guardian.  That  is  alb”  WOU,d  be  Se,it  back  t0  my 

Later™  diT^  lhat  Sandoval  should  adopt  Bertina. 

doval  was  never  troubled ‘more  by  Mo?mon  foes?CCOrdlDS  l°  1UW’  UUd 


EO\V  TO  DO  TBICKS.— The  great  book  of  magic  and  card  tricks  con¬ 
taining  full  instruction  of  all  the  leading  card  tricks  of  the  day  also 
ttie  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by  our  leadinc 
magicians;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy,  as  it  will  both  amuse 

TTnfteH8^?^  PH1Cp  10,cent3-  ■For  Pille  by  all  newsdealers  in  the 
United  States  and  Canada,  or  sent  to  any  address,  postage  free  od 

receipt  of  price.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  34  and  36  North 
Moore  Street.  New  York.  Box  2730.  JNortn 


H0^  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady,  the  world  known 
Iq  wbjch  he  lays  down  some  valuable  and  sensible  rules 
fOT| beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventures  and  experiences  of 

iTe,i'k?T°'yn  .(1^tectlves*  Prioe  10  cents.  For  sale  by  all  newsdealers 
in  the  United  States  and  Canada,  or  sent  to  your  address,  post-paid 
on  receipt  or  the  price.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher  34  and  36 
North  Moore  Street,  New  York.  I3ox  2730.  ™  an a  * 


SOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams,  from  the  little  child 

U>  al?  Si1?  fn,an  woaian-  Tbip  book  gives  the  explanation 
t^>  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky  and  unlucky  days  and 
‘‘Napoleon’s  Oraeuium,” the  book  of  fate.  For  sale  by  eve^ news- 
dealer  in  the  United  States  and  Canada.  Price  10  cents,  orwe  wfll 
Bend  ft  to  your  address,  postage  free,  on  receipt  of  price  Frank 
Tousey.  publ/Sther,  34  and  36North  Moore  street.  New  York,  xfox  2730. 


&  jVi  ro  HUNT  AND  FISH — The  most  complete  hunting  and  fishing 
guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  instructions  about  guns,  hunt¬ 
ing  dogs  traps,  trapping,  and  fishing,  together  with  descriptions  of 
game  and  fish.  Price  10  cents.  For  sale  by  all  newsdealers  in  the 
United  States  and  Canada,  or  sent,  postpaid,  to  your  address  on  r*- 
eeipt  of  price.  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  34  and  36  North’ Moors 
atr'^-t.  New  York.  Box  2730. 
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HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVVNTTnT?  . 

ventions  originate.  This  book^explairm  SSm8  n??  d-  kn°w  bow  ,n<1 
in  electricity,  hydraulics  magnetism  ontiel  ™  ’  gAvlng  CXlimples 

etc.,  etc.  The  most  JStraXe  CookP 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers  in  the  UnFtedStates  nnTrA^a01118' 
sene  to  your  address,  postage  free,  on  receipt  of  or 

Box’^TiJO?1136^’  publisher>  31  ,uid  80  Nortli  Moora  slroot  ifaw  yj* 


ANI)  ^ILO  „  BOAT-Fullv  illustrated.  Ever. 

So  ?„.b.iak.,_?ul1  instructioiw  aro 


ooy  should  know  how  to  row  bih]  qoii  n  n  •  .  ,  — *  w*»f 

given  in  this  littlo  book  together  with  fniSSnH  IuU  instfuctlon8  arQ 
riding,  companion  sports  (?)  boatinir  in  ^  Sf°n  s^imminK  and 

newsdealers  in  the  United  States  and  r  n  1°  c'mts-  For  sale  by  all 
your  address  on  receipt  of  the  price  Frsnl’  t"W°  WlH  ^ru»  ^  to 
and  36  North  Mooro  strict.  NewVcwk.  B^x  2730,  y’  I>ubllsbor*  ^ 


TI.C  BeSt*5~ Cent  Selective  Library  Huhli«hc<l. 

young  sleuth  library. 

Issued  Every  Saturday.  Each  Number  Complete. 

AU  atom  »  w—  T~gJ >--2;-  “*  S“r‘“  “* 

1.  Young  Sleuth;.0^ The  Inspector'  '»  ^l^8^aryd IfaaO 

2.  Young  Sleuth  in Chinato  ,  ^rkingyAgain8t  the  ' 


2.  Young  Sleuth  in 

3  Young  Sleuth  on  the  Kail,  or,  wmivi  0  & 

4  ySSS  Sleuth  and  the  Beautiful  Actress;  or,  The  Diamond 

5.  Youn^Sreuth^Be^Bargain;  or,  $2l^0h^for  One  Night’s  Work. 

«•  ?“nIsfethhSB£d  the’ Scenes;  or,  The  Keen  Detective* 
8  ySSySSfA.  Widow  in  Black;  or,  Tracking  a  Child 
Stealer  of  New  York.  _ 


9  Young  Sleuth  as  a  Hotel  Detective;  or,  Solving  the  Terrible 
,0  Y^nfsfeS”  Stolen  Millions;  or,  The  Keen  Detective 
u  YoaunngthSleSut  SdYb'e’  Dashing  Girl I  Detective;  or,  Working 
12.  Young  So?  We^Detective  and  the  Confl- 

dence  Queen.  ^  ^  piping  the  Mysterious  3. 

of  the 


Avengers. 


f^nTbyTbe  Bushel  in  Bvery  Number  of 

THE  5  CENT  COMIC  LIBRARY. 

THE  ONLY  COMIC  LIBRARY  PUBLISHED  IN  THE  WORLD. 

Issued  Every  Saturday.  Each  Number  a  Complete  Story. 

Look  Through  Your  Newsdealer's  Stock  of  This  Library  and  Make  Your  Selection. 

the  follow  IN  Gt  are  how  on  sale- 


2. 


1.  Two  Dandies  of  New  York ;  or,  The  Funny  ^i(^ebyfT^m  T^aser 
Cheeky^Jim,  the  Boy  From  Chicago;  or,  Nothing Good.^ 

3.  Gymnastic*  Joe ;  or  Not  a  Bit  Like  His  Uncle,  b^Tom  Teaser 

4.  Shorty  ;  or.  Kicked  Into  Good  Luck,  by  gam  gmiley 

5.  Mama’s  Pet ;  or,  Always  In  ,  ‘by  Peter  Pad 

6.  Tommy  Bounce,  the  Family  Mischie  ,  To  Swallow, 

7.  Dick  Quack,  the  Doctor  s  Boy  ,  ox,  A  by  Tom  Teaser 

.  by  Peter  Pad 

8.  Shorty  in  Luck, 


9.  Casey  From  Ireland;  or,  A  Green  Son  of  the  Old  ^^?pom  Teaser 
n  jji  bv  Tom  Teaser 

£  Miltons  In Rdo^lomething  New  Every  Minute,  bySam  Smiley 

il  32  Two  to  Oue  on  Everythteg  hy  Sam  Smiiey 

14.  One  of  the  Boys  of  New  York,  or,  me  Auve  Pad 

u  Tom0mD?cykBa0ndnr)eave;  or,  Schooldays  in  New  York,  by  Peter  Pad 
16*.  Touchemup  Academy;  or,  Boys  Who  W  ould  Be  B°y§  Smiiey 

17.  Corkey;  or,  The  Tricks  and  Travels  of  a  Supe,  by  Tom  Teaser 


Of  Course  You  Have  Heard  About 

FRANK  READE,  JR.,  THE  GREAT  INVENTOR! 

Read  About  His  Thrilling  Adventures  With  His  Wonderful  Machines  in  the 

FRANK  READE  LIBRARY. 

.  .  -  -  Issued  Every  Saturday. 

Price  5  Cents  ...  -  o_  _ 

EVERY  NUMBER  A  COMPLETE  STORY. 

THE  FOLLOWING  HAVE  BEEN  ISSUED: 


1.  Frank  Reads,  Jr.,  and  His  New  Steam  Man ;  or,  'Hie  Young 

Inventor’s  Trip  to  the  Far  West,  .  % 

2.  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  With  His  New  Steam  Man  mNoMans 

Land  •  or  On  a  Mysterious  Trail,  »y  J>onanie 

3.  Frank  Rekde,  Jr.,  With  Ilia  New  Steam  Man  in L  Ce^tral^, 

America,  J 

4.  Frank  Reade,  Jr..  With  His  New  Steam  Man  toTexM;  or, 

Chasing  the  Train  Robbers,  H  JNoDc 

5.  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  With  IBs  New  Steam  Man  in  Mexipo  ;  or 

Hot,  Work  Among  the  Greasers,  in  onaine 

fi  Frank  Reade  .Tr.,  With  His  New  Steam  Man  Gtiasing  a 
6-  r  Gang  of  “  Rustlers ;”  or,  Wild  Adventures  inMonta..^ 

7  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  With  His  New  Steam  Horse:  or.  The 
7*  Search  for  a  Million  Dollars.  A  Story  of  Wild  Ufo 
New  Mexico, 


8.  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  With  His  New  Steam  Horse  Amon^  the 

10.  Frank  Reade,  Jr  With  HU  New  Steam  Horse  and  the ,Mys^ 

terv  of  the  Underground  Ranch,  ,  % 

11.  Frank  tea, le,  Jr.,  Wlffi  His  New  Steam  Horse  ■"  Whof^ 

12.  FrTnk  Reade  and’  His  Steam  Man  of  the  Plains;  or..  The^ 

13.  FrI:rCdleh?T?Iw,’th  His  New  Steam  Horse  in  .be  North- 

west;  or,  Wild  Adventures  Among  the  Blackfeet.  #me  „ 

14.  Frank  Reade  and  TBs  Steam  Horse,  Search  ^rThe"1® 

15.  Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Electric  Air.Canoe,  or  The  Search  Tor^^^^  . 

Valley  of  Diamonds, 


*  uy  - - j  — - 

A„  uTabove  libraries  are  for  sale  by  al.  newsdealer,  in  the  United  State,  and  Canada,  or  sent  to  your  address,  post  paid,  on  receipt 

°f  g'"  2730.  FRANK  T01ISEY,  Publisher,  34  &  36  North  Mooro  Street,  New  York. 


